VOL. IV-No. 1. epites il a Tae, Price,10 Cents. | 


ee ~~ 


9. - 
Asta 3 
SEU CICNGUTS DRUM ay 


sa 











PUBLISH ED ae 
KEPPLER & SCHWARZMANN. 














3¢Ave R. R 
20 perCent fia 
DIVIDEND a cane ne 


PSY 
‘ong Mad 





THE DRIVERS’ STRIKE. 
Ifthe car companies continue to reduce wages the police wa will not only be obliged to protect the yon an Ree but the drivers’ — also. 
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“PUCK”. 
No. 13 North William Street, New York. 
FOR SALE BY ALL NEWS DEALERS. 


TERMS To gabe : 
One Copy one year, or 52 numbers... 
One Copy, six months, or 26 numbers.. 
One Copy for thirteen weeks 
PostaGk FREE. 


H. C. BUNNER 


SPECIAL NOTICES. 





MANAGING EpITorR. 





Pucx will hereafter be on Sale in London, at the News Agency 
of Messrs. HENRY F. GILLIG & CO., 449, Strand, Charing 
Cross. 


Puck may be had in Saratoga at BRENTANO’S new store, 
opposite Congress Park. 


Americans mm Paris, hitherto reduced to ‘ Punch’’. ‘‘Fun’’ and 
‘Gudy’’. will now find their natural paper on file at the ‘‘Herald’’ 
é, 49 Avenue de l’Opéra. 
23s 
We wish to warn the public, especially Americans sojourning in 
ents against a spurious edition of Puck, published in London 
the title of “ Wine Figaro.’’ Though iF argely made up from 
our saan, the contents quoted are badly garbled, and are 
»mixed with some foreign matter which we utterly repudiate. The 
a" edition of Puck is to be obtained of our authorized 





@- Remittances by Money Order, etc., are to be 
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CAR’ TOONS 


STRIKERS. 
Cut down, cut down, and then cut down once more! 
Ere long the drivers’ wages will begin 
To bear close likeness to the wages of sin— 
The amount of which is a bit of Biblical lore. 
When times are hard, and workmen’s souls are sore, 
Lest the directors’ turtle-soup grow tkin, 
Or his son-and-heir lack a new diamond-pin, 
They cut the driver's pay, cut thrice before. 
Poor wretches! chilled and bitten to the core, 
When the keen winds of Winter are set free: 
Or, when the town-bound Summer gasps for breath, 
Sweating out strength at every fevered pore. 
**Cut down” a little more, and we shall see 
A skeleton driver in the pay of Death. 


STEWART AND STEWARD. 
Hark to the cry grown strong, and growing yet, 
Of men that, having cried in vain for bread, 
Now cry for—silence, ere the word be said! 
Silence! yet look how Hunger’s face is set; 
Grim with desire of what it cannot get. 
Hark! moaning of far-off mouths that must be fed, 
Drowning a sound of mourning for the dead, 
Where all the South is one vast lazaret! 
And now, when lo! Disease and Death are met 
The one who out of his abundance can 
At his own will do all things—even he 
Pays with a trifle Charity’s holy debt. 
And in his marble tomb a mean dead man 
Smiles, rotting, on his meaner legatee. 


TO D. KEARNEY, ESQ. 


O thou who speakest as no man ever spake; 
Fresh child of ignorance, nurtured in no school; 
Who teachest Etymology’s self to pool 
Her issues, how shall we a chaplet make 
To bind thy brows whose genius could awake 
Those:matchless phantasms of the Bohemian Ghoul? 
The Moon-eyed Leper—the Chicken-Breasted Mule— 
The Coat-tail-Clinging Cormorant—and could take 
Our souls where, shrined in mystery opaque, 
The Hell-hoofed Bondholder baffles human sight, 
And the cock-eyed Pelican of Perdition dwells? 
From Thersites thou dost bear away the cake— 
O double-barreled god of Blatherskite, 
Tipped with the sulphur of two dozen Hells! 








PUCK’S STANDING CANDIDATE FOR THE 
MAYORALTY. 


WE again trot forth Our Candidate for the 
Mayoralty. 

Our object in so-doing is to counteract the 
undesirable influence of the so-called “‘ Bonner 
movement,” which, we are pained to see, is 
assuming considerable proportions. 

It is not that we have any objections to Mr. 
Bonner, considered as Mr. Bonner. He isa 
very excellent man; and, were there no other 
and heftier Richmond in the field, we should 
probably vote for Mr. Bonner for Mayor. 

But, we will put the matter to the dispas- 
sionate intelligence of a great people-—where, 
where is Mr. Bonner alongside of Mr. Bennett ? 

Echo answers ‘“‘Where?”’ And if echo 
didn’t, we would. 

Mr. Bonner can drive a fat horse; he isa 
good judge of a sensation novel, and he has 
done society some service in bringing out Syl- 
vanus Cobb. 

But where is he on slinging the festive dumb- 
bell? How do his legs look in tights? How 
long could he hold out ina game of polo? Can 
he stand on his head ? 

If Mr. Bonner were able to come to the front, 
and, witn his hand on his heart, give us his word 
as a gentleman that he is capable of one single 
simple handspring, we might, even at this date, 
withdraw our Opposition to his nomination. 

But we can scarcely hope for this from the 
editor of the Ledger; 
more a growing conviction that the only hope 
of the metropolis lies in the one man to whom 
we may look with the fullest confidence that 
he will make us what we have never had be- 
fore, a ‘lruly Athletic Mayor. 

We appeal to our various E. C’s., the Swn, 
the World, the 7ridune, and all others, to cast 
aside all party considerations, and join with us 
in upholding the glorious cause of acrobatism 
in ‘politics. We dare not ask our E. C., the 
Herald, to drown its modesty in the blushes of 
ingenuous shame, and support the son of its 
own founder in the political arena. But let all 
our other friends of the press rally to the stan- 
dard of the snowy-crested Navarre of Polo. 

We trot him out again, with renewed faith in 
the potent magic of his name; in the phenom- 
enal fascination of his personal appearance, It 
is true that certain of our Esteemed Contem- 
poraries, lacking somewhat in subtle sympathy 
with high and noble aims, have drawn invidious 
comparisons between his portrait and that of 
our friend the Hon. Mr. Fitznoodle. But we 
will not think of this. Rally, brethren, to the 
aforesaid white plume; and be your battle- -cry 
this year—‘‘Polo your issues!”’ 

LATER.—We breathe more freely. Mr. Bonner has 
finaily declined to be a candidate for Mayor, And now 
J. G. B. is in undisputed possession of the field. Polo 
your issues! 


and we feel more and | 








Puckerings. 
Every stable is a manurefactory. 
DIAGONAL vests are much worn. 
BEWARE! Honeyed words are often only taffy. 


APPROPRIATE food for Eli Perkins—Cracked 
wit... 


A LEsson from a copy-book is learned by 
wrote. 

A BUNION is very painful on the foot—so is 
a safe. 

SAFETY valves—Bivalves, for the next eight 
months, 

‘‘Ir stopped when the old man died ”’—his 
pension. 


Wuo will be our next Mayor? 
what’s his name ? 


Why-er- 


WHEN things come to the worst, they wear 
—the ulster (for next winter’s use) and are 
happy. 


No ONE ever accused a Democratic primary 
of honesty till Ben. Butler charged it with dis- 
hone-ty. 

‘THE bark Isis, from New Orleans, is detained 
at Quarantine. ‘‘ Barkis is willin’,” but the 
authorities are not. 

““WHITHER thou goest, I ghost,” is what 
Hamlet said to the materialization of his de- 
ceased progenitor. 


ALTHOUGH ministers are supposed to be 
truthful men, they seldom fail to give the re- 
mains a good notice. 


In a week or two we shall be bounteously 
blessed with ‘‘The melancholy days have 
come,” with variations. 

At a Tammany banquet the waiters can be 
distinguished from the guests only by the su- 
perior fit of their swallow-tail coats. 


THE man who gets an apple-pip into the 
cavity of a decayed tooth, and hasn’t a tooth- 
pick or a pin handy, is bound to suck seed. 


Some men are born great, some achieve 
greatness, and some invent a patent medicine, 
and get their portraits on the fourth page of 
the Sun. 


SNIFKINS has been at Long Branch over Sun- 
day, and swears that for freshness it’s between 
the air and the hackmen, with the eggs a long 
way behind. 

Puck’s ALMANAC, ‘‘ Why, all my knack at 
saying and making funny, delicious, delirious 
things has been used in it. And now prepare 
to get ready to look out for it’”’—so says Puck. 

Kearney is a maligned man. ‘The lecherous 
moon-eyed Press incorrectly reports him. 
“ Odi profanum vulgus et poluphloisboio tha- 
lasses.” Such is his ordinary classical lan- 


guage. 


Ervorts are being made to induce Kearney 
to go to Montreal. Labor discussions there 
are very acrimonious, and often last many 
years. This seems to be the only means by 
which we can get rid of him. 
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THE USE AND ABUSE OF 
WEALTH. 
r was recently the privilege and pleasure 





of Puck to expose the hollow pretense of 


=> charity and good deeds of that whited se- 


pulchre, Stewart’s Working Women’s Home. 
It was, shortly previous, Puck’s pleasant task 
to show up, in what the Odserver calls a ‘“‘most 
admirable cartoon,” the Vanderbilt Will Case. 

Puck does not mention these cartoons for 
the purpose of sounding his own praises. If 
he were to do that he would point with entire 
confidence to a//his cartoons in a/ his num- 
bers, from his very birth. No; we are not com- 
pelled to do our own horn-blowing; our ‘“‘Est- 
eemed Contemporaries” of the press and the 
great big public do that for us. And we have 
merely instanced the above cartoons in illustra- 
tion of the subject in hand. 

Within comparatively few years there have 
arisen among us a few men who by the posses- 
sion of enormous sums of money have been en- 
abled to control trade, throttle enterprise and 
crush, if they desired it, all the various smaller 
interests which make up the general prosperity of 
the country. In earlier times, when the rich man 
died, his hand relaxed its grasp on monopolies, 
and dying, he made no sign (except to his 
name at the foot of his will) and his property 
being divided up among his heirs was poured 
into hundreds of new channels of enterprise. 

Zhen the rich man did some good by dying. 

Now ‘the evil that (rich) men do lives after 
them.” 

This is on the authority of the divine William. 

In the instance of that very bloated Crcesus, 
Mr. W. H. Vanderbilt; what good have the 
accumulations of his venerable dad done to 
the community when intrusted, in the bulk, 
to the hands of ‘lying Billy” ? 

Is the world happier; is trade stimulated; do 
Art, Science or Literature derive any benefit 
from his hoards? On the contrary, by his 
ukase he can in a day cripple any enterprise 
which depends upon facilities of transportation 
from the interior to the sea-board; his coarse 
grain sees not ina dollar its higher and esthetic 
possibilities, but views it only as he views the 
stallion in his stables—the possible engenderer 
of a long line of future dollars. 

And yet (Puck delights not to make the por- 
trait too black) ‘‘ W. H. Vanderbilt ”’—this is 
quoted from the daily papers — ‘‘has given $500 
to the Yellow Fever Sufferers.”’ 


He wouldn’t drive a horse that didn’t cost | 


ten times that sum. 

Again. In the case of the recent Stewart. 
Since this gentleman’s decease, Mr. Judge Hil- 
ton, outdoing Jeff. Davis, has clad himself in 
the kerchief and kirtle of an old lady, and has 
been industriously pulling the strings of her 
check-book to his own glory and gratification. 

What good to humanity did Stewart’s money 
do when its accumulator was alive? Like his 
idea of charity—-‘‘nothing to nobody.” 

“De mortuis nil nisi bonum,” say you? ‘The 
old grave-yard doctrine of praising a man be- 
cause—and mere/y because —-he is dead, is, not 
to put too fine a point upon it, about “played 
out.’ Stewart was a hard, grasping, grinding, 
dollar-worshiping man of iron. He must have 
had the tender joyousness of a mummy even 
when a child; and during the course of his 
commercial career he evinced the same loving 
appreciation of the possibilities of great wealth 
for doing good that might be supposed to bloom | 
and blossom in the heart of the toad which | 
some geologist’s hammer cracks out of a stone 
where it had been taking a snooze for a thou- | 
sand years or so. 

Yet when he died it was fondly hoped that | 
his wealth would be put where it would do the | 
most good. On the contrary, the old policy 





still continues; and, except for the glory and 










PUCK. 


profit of Judge Hilton, who by some strange 
freak has got possession of all this wealth, with- 
out ever having done anything for it, nothing 
is expended. He notifies the press that $48,000 
have been spent for marble for a “ gorgeous 
tomb;” that it cost so much to hammer it; that 
so many millions have been spent on a church 
—in memoriam A,T,Stewart—that the Woman’s 
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napkins, and describes the monograms. He 
establishes a set of rules which are so irre- 
sistibly funny that the whole nation laughs; the 
poor women who had sought the ‘“‘ Home”’ are 
held up to ridicule; and when, at last, they 
have lived down the ridicule and have become 
accustomed to their lodgings, kicks them out. 

Really, it does not seem as if A. ‘T. Stewart 
himself would have gone quite that far. Yet from 
all these millions a donation to the Yellow Fever 
Sufferers is made. Of how much? Whisper! 

One thousand dollars, 

Or about two cents to each sufferer. 

These are but two instances out of what is, 
at present, happily only the few rich men among 
us who are striving to found a perpetual aristo- 
cracy of wealth; to establish families whose 
roots are bonds, and whose fruit is dollars; who 
are —but, look here, Puck ought to be funny, 
oughtn’t he? Perennially fresh; popping with 
the exhuberance of champagne corks, and bub- 
bling over with sparkles like that pretty tipple, 
all the time, eh? 

But there is a serious side to Puck, after all. 
Puck cannot see the laborer, the skilled mecha- 
nic, the working women and girls and boys suf- 
fer, and let his pen and pencil lie idle. Wealth 
has its duties. ‘This Republic is nothing unless 
the principle of “live and let live”’ is adhered 
to now as in the days of our fathers. ‘The miser 
is typical of the most despicable of human 
beings. ‘Tell us, please, in the larger interests 
of humanity, wherein the holders of Cornelius 
Vanderbilt’s and of A. 'T’. Stewart’s wealth are 
better than the veriest miser history or romance 
has ever pictured for our disgust? It is this 
abuse of wealth which created the “ riots” last 
year; that allows the hungry, unemployed but 
willing-to-work laborer to listen to the incen- 
diary mouthings of Kearney, and has brought 
upon us the recent railroad strikes in this city. 

So, leaving these sober thoughts to be pon- 


| dered upon, Puck takes pen, pencil, and port- 


folio, and starts to put a girdle round about the 
earth to find some new folly to have a fling at. 


BLANK VERSE BY D. KEARNEY. 


[English of the Sand-Lot period.] 














That lying, hangdog, 
lazy, slimy 
slabsided, sneaking 
bloody-minded 
hell-born and 
hell Bound, loud- 
mouthed, crack- 
brained, crazy, 
empty-headed, 
reeking, murderous, 
filthy, profane, 
redhanded hyena. 
Kearney, has determined to return and can- 
vass among the 
puritanical, white- 
livered, thieving 
corrupt, leprous, 
capitalistic, bond- 
holding, rotten, 
effete, tuft- 
hunting, immoral, 
lecherous, moon-eyed, 
pie-eating, lantern- 
jawed peuple 
of Massachusetts for the election of Butler to 
the Governorship of that state. 


Home cost so and so; and gives the number of 
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A LIGHT ON THE HORIZON. 


cy 

‘ie is with keen pleasure that we look for 

j ward to the return of Mrs. Jenks to the 
dull world of pelitics. 

We always liked Mrs. Jenks. 
delicate, arch, feminine piquancy about her 
lying that somehow captivated our fancy. She 
had neither the blundering grossness of Webber, 
nor the annoying audacity of Anderson. She 
lied like an artist; and she put- a super-calen- 
dered finish on each individual lie that made it 
stand out like a diamond in an Ethiop’s ear. 

When she went, the Congressional com- 
mittee-rooms seemed cold and bare. 
that there was no one who could supply her 
place. We felt ¢hen how dear she had become 
to us. 
Sapphira’s existence been so impressed upon 
our minds. We felt—with throbbing hearts 
and streaming eyes—that the dear old story 
was not merely a vague fiction, but a beautiful 
foreshadowing of a more beautiful truth. . Sap- 
phira lived but to make a softly lustrous back- 
ground to Mrs. Jenks. eae 

And now she is coming back. At least there 


> 


dacious genius will once more sa 
its myriad corruscations the musty gloom of the 
capitol. 

For have we not learned that there exists 
a plot—it is settled beforehand i 


parlor whose number is to-day familiar to the 
smallest child in this broad land of fibexty—the 
Sherman-Anderson-Webber letter ? 

There may be no truth in this rumor. Our 
vast edition sends us to press too early to wait 
the final developments in the case. But yet 
there seems to be some glimmer of probability 
in the matter. Secretary Sherman is already 
bracing up like one who girdeth his loins for 
fight, and he appears to be looking around to 
see where he has left his panoply of Conscious 
Innocence. In the first piace, he never had 
the pot; in the second place, he sent the jug 
home intact; in the third place, the kettle was 
cracked when he got it. They aren’t going to 
produce any letter at all; the letter they are 
going to produce is a forgery; and he will put 
an entirely different and perfectly proper inter- 
pretation on its contents. 

Don’t we scent Jenks in the air, in all this? 
If things have got to this point, may we not 
look for the feminine hornet of the witness- 
stand ere dies another reputation? Sherman 
surely cannot expect to get through all that ly- 
ing alone. He is but an amateur, and a miser- 
able male amateur at that. He will, most likely, 
if he essays any rash endeavors “‘ all alone by 
himself,” get stranded on some.sixpenny little 
perjury that would only excite the derision of 
a competent, skilled professional like Mrs. 
Jenks. Why, he may even cover himself and 
the country that bore him, with unending dis- 
grace, by slipping up on some mere equivoca- 
tion, and going down to oblivion not even de- 
cently forsworn. 

But no! it shall not be. Se will come to 
help him—-she, the consummate flower, the per- 
fect blossoming of our political system. She 
will come, and affairs political will smile again. 
Once more the tender emanations of feminine 
influence will soften the rugged Congressman ; 
once more the wearied reporter will breathe 
| freely as the hour for telegraphing the news of 
| the day draws nigh; once more the saddened 
| public will see in its daily journals the roseate 

gleams of mingling wit and mendacity, instead 
| of the jaundiced yellow of the Memphis dis- 
| patches. 

Come back, come back, O fair one; . for, 
sweetest Agnes, believe us, oh, believe us, we 
have missed you. 
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There was a 


We felt. 
Never before had the sweet reality of 
seems some probability that her pier fio” 


naughty plot—to bring, to the light of day that 
famous and mysterious epi written im that ~ 
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TO A GOBBLER. 


Majestic bird, that with such stately grace 
Perambulates the barnyard suburbs, and 
While slowly stepping, let your tail expand, 
A feathery glory in a fragrant place; 
How calm and lordly is your kingly pace ; 
With what judicial firmness you can stand 
And criticise the people of the land, 
And see the chanticleer his bevy chase. 
Not any such frivolity is yours; 
One note sonorous calls your ladies near, 
No matter in what paths their footsteps stray. 
Yours is a reign that firmly set endures, 
From morns when roses bring us perfumed cheer, 
Until your fragrance fills thanksgiving day. 


Tuos. S. COLLIER, 





FITZNOODLE IN AMERICA. 


No. LIV. 
NEWPORT AGAIN, 


Ya-as, I believe 
last ye-ah I aw wote 
something about 
Newport, and, al- 
though it’s quite 
a wespectable 
place, I weally 
didn’t think I 
should evah go 
there again; but, 
j yer know, there’s a 

ich says something about 
g .and anothah fellaw dis- 








posing, 

It appears that a, gweat deal—at least for 
Amerwica—was going on at Newport; which 
aw waterwing-place, Jack Carnegie says, is sit- 
uated in Whode Island. I believe this aw name 
is derwived fwom the Colossus of Whodes, 
some old-fashioned figgah made of bwass, 
which was erwected somewhere in the Mediter- 
wanean. 

Amerwicans are verwy fond of giving such 
widiculous names to all their towns and villages; 
the more it is unlike the orwiginal place in his- 
torwy, so much the bettah. That is the weason 
a village with about half a stweet in it is called 
Wome or Parwis. Jack thinks these things in 
this countwy go by the wule of contwarwies. 
Aw, but I must say these wemarks haven’t aw a 
gweat deal to do with aw Newport and its sur- 
woundings. 

Two fellaws, said to be wich Amerwicans, 
who wemain he-ah two or thrwee months in the 
ye-ah—the aw season—were verwy desirwous 
that Jack and I should honor Newport with our 
pwesence, and offered us wooms in their cot- 
tages. , 

I’m nevah, verwy weady to go in for this sort 
of thing in Amerwica, because Amerwican fel- 
laws with a gweat many gweenbacks, although 
they wather like to have gentlemen—I mean of 
course Englishmen—staying in their houses, no 
doubt think they are doing us a twemendous fa- 
vah, even when Jack and I accepted the aw 
invitation, which they fwightfully pwessed. 
I’m not such an ass as not to know that everwy- 
thing costs money eyerwywhere; but I weally 
nevah bothah myself about such mattahs aw. 
But Jack says although Amerwicans.are fwe- 
quently extwavagant—outwageously and vul- 
garly, yer know—still they always weckon the 
pwecise cost, after wall. When a fellaw in 
England is asked to stay at a countwy house, 
he knows it’s all wight; and he need not we- 
turn the aw compliment unless he aw pleases aw. 

Don’t suppose fellaws expect Jack and me 
to wecipwocate the hospitality—which we shall 
aw; but they would aw if they didn’t know 
that Jack and I were bettah bwed fellaws than 
they, and, as they call us, English arwistocwats; 
which, verwy pwoperly, Amerwican fellaws 
think quite the pwoper fellaws to associate 





with, and the Amerwican girls to marwy, if 
they can manage to aw catch them: just as my 
fwiend aw what’s his name—used to be in 
same wegiment as Jack, yer know—marwied a 
not bad-locking girl, daughter of, I believe, 
quite a wespectable wetired innkeeper, Aw 
they’re he-ah now; just arwived fwom Eurwope. 
Aw I wemember the Pwince and severwal of 
our set were at the wedding. ‘They are a verwy 
good pair; but I don’t think I shall aw encour- 
wage, andl can’t say that I appwove of, the 
pwactice of this wepublican and Bwitish inter- 
marwiage. Although, ’pon my soul, as I’ve 
wemarked on severwal pwevious occasions, 
some of the Amerwican girls are weally quite 
awfully pwetty; and it’s not stwange, unless a 
fellaw bwings his bwain to bear on the subject, 
that English fellaws do get spoons and marwy 
some of them. 

At pwesent there is some considerwable ex- 
citement because two or thrwee of our men-of 
war are aw widing at anchor he-ah. 

Jack and I know severwal fellaws on the 
Bellerwophon; and, by the way aw, the Ad- 
miral and Captain, and aw the Captain of Mar- 
ween Arlillerwy, are quite old fwiends of mine. 
They all know aw my young bwothah Fwed, 
who’s in the Mediterwanean with the fleet 
there. We’ve alweady dined with Inglefield, 
and have a ward-woom dinnah aboard for to- 
morwow night aw. 


THE “HERALD’S” LATEST NOMINATION. 


“47E have the greatest respect for our 
‘‘esteemed contemporary,” the New 
York Ledger, and its most brilliant, 
enterprising and able editor, Mr. Robert Bon- 
ner. We rejoiced in the /era/a’s proposal 
that he should be our next Mayor. We felt 
confidence in his executive ability, his lofty 
ideas of the duties of citizenship, and the cre- 
dit he would do the office. 

But when the 4era/d suggests that Mr. John 
Kelly should order ‘'ammany to nominate Mr. 
Bonner for the Mayorality, we confess that we 
tremble. We do not fear for Mr. Bonner per- 
sonally. We have no idea that he would use 
the City Hall plaza for an exercising ground 
for Dexter and the other speeders—three times 
around.the fountain for the half-mile. Nor do 
we believe he would receive foreign delega- 
tions in a trotting sulky. Such little harlequin- 
ades went out of office with the late-lamented 
Oakey Hall. 

But the power of Tammany is great; and, 
should Mr. Bonner accept Mr. Kelly’s nomina- 
tion, he would, in spite of himself, be forced 
to render certain favors in the way of patron- 
age to the party nominating and electing him. 

These favors would be rendered in various 
ways—in office, in emoluments, and in honors. 

In honors, for instance, how would it look 
if the whole first page of the Hera/d shone 
thus in three-line paragraphs ?— 

TERENCE MUDLOON, Tammany Sachem; also Wines, 
Liquors and Ales, 333 Avenue Q, writes only for the 
New York LEDGER. 

Or, in case the high-toned and Tupperesque 
Tribune was speckled through its editorial 
pages with little notices: 

Read ‘‘ Paudeen and the Pig,’’ by Michael McCono- 
logue, Wiskinski of Tammany, who writes only for the 
New YORK LEDGER. 

The Ledger has not yet gone in for boys’ 
and girls’ stories of pirates, boy-burglars and 
the like. And we don’t believe it ever will. 
And Puck, who wages an unrelenting warfare 
on that sort of periodical literature, rejoices 
thereat. But in case Mr. Bonner should put 
himself in the power of Tammany—the con- 
tingency is too horrible to think of ! 

Later: We breathe again. Weare informed, 
on good authority, that Mr. Bonner wil! nof 
accept a nomination from Tammany Hall. 











POETRY AND POLITICS. 





New York, August 28, 1878. 
Srm—A meeting .of the members of the General Commit- 
tee of your Assembly district will be held in Tammany Hall 
on Tuesday, September 3, at eight P. M. 
Retruns of the subscriptions obtained for the New York 
Star by each member will be received on that evening. 
JOHN KELLY. 





EDITOR Puck: 

Sir—The above notification, with the follow- 
ing verses written on the reverse side of the 
same card, was picked up in the Comptroller’s 
office on the 2d inst.: 


On, fwhat is the proudest aim in loife, 
Ond fwhat pays best in the ind? 
Ond how, barrin’ trade’s vulgar stroife, 
Kin yez git the most money to spind? 
To be sure it’s be houlding offis, 
Ond gittin’ fwhat jobs there are; 
Ond how is it done, ye novice, 
But be houldin’ stock in the Star? 


So now thin listen to me, 
All Dimmycrats grate and small, 
If yez want to jine the Aldermin, 
Ond sit in the City Hall, 
If yez want the Mayoralty 
Or the Tax Commisionership, 
Or a clarkship in the Departmint, 
Or any place under my whip, 
A thousand-dollar subscription 
Will make you me bosom frind; 
And half the above—no deciption— 
Will stand yez well in the ind. 
This takin’ six copies is played, 
Exceptin’ for firemen or cops— 
Onless a big stake is paid, 
The Star and my friendship stops. 


Yez can’t put no depindince 
On the murtherin’ heretic press. 
There’s PucK wid its onfeelin’ pictures, 
Ond the Sux ond the Hrrrru/d—bad cess! 
The Wurrruda’s full of shlanderin’ strictures, 
Ond ye’d best not believe what it says. 
Thin I must hev an organ 
To spread me views far; 
So if yez want favors— 
Subscribe to the S¢ar. J. K. 


Is it possible that Mr. John Kelly is a poet, 
like Mayor Ely? Perish the thought! With 
this for an example, we shall have the proceed- 
ings of the Board of Estimate set forth in 
rhyme; the Aldermen will harangue each other 
about the “‘incrase of the furrin ilimint,” and 
the advisability of permitting a swinging sign 
in E, 111th Street in measured ‘ines; the Park 
Commissioners will employ neae but poets to 
trim the shrubs and level the walks in the pub- 
lic squares, and the C7ty Record, the Star and 
the Express will become daily marvels of poesy, 
in long or short metre—however J. K. may de- 
termine. 

Respectfully, 
PHIL. FULLER. 








SUMMER lingers with us now like a dream of 
love. It seems like something that was too 
sweet to last. At least it will seem so in about 
a month to the average youth, when he dis- 
covers that his heavy underwear has been 
worked into rag-carpet. 





AN exchange mentions the fact that some one 
has discovered a way of making horseshoes of 
felt. Well, we don’t care if they do use felt for 
horseshoes; we shan’t kick until we hear of felt 
being used as an ingredient of lobster-salad. 
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A BAD MEMORY FOR 














1. ‘Hello! I know that girl. Strange, now, I can't 2. ‘‘And yet her face is very familiar to me. I’ve seen 3. ‘’Tisn’t, though. And now she’ss \ 
remember her name.” her somewhere. Ah, I know now—on the stage. It’s I'd better pretend to be taking out my jwatehov Bon’t 
Clara Morris—no, Rose Eytinge.” want to seem to stare.” ‘ *- 





4. “Oh, by Jove, I have it! She’s the girl at the 5. ‘Thunder and Mars! She isn’t—anything of the 6. “I ought to apologize, I suppose. Ought I or 
necktie-counter at Macy’s. Ill speak to her!” kind! I’ve made a mull of it.” oughtn’t 1? And what am I going to say? I’m sure I've 
seen her before, too; and she looks as if she knew me.”’ 


Posse ™ ne .. atest eee 
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ft 7. I will apologize. ‘Madam, believe me, that if I 8. ‘She won’t have it. Oh, if I could only think of 9g. ‘* Madam!’—no use; she’s gone in. Let's see 
have in any way, unintentionally—’ ” her name! Ah, she’s turning away—she’s going in that whose house it is. What! Old Smith’s—the father of 
house.” the girl I'm engaged to! No- impossible! And yet—- 
; I thought I knew her, Eliza Smith! Oh, I'm gone up 
¢ forever! viza! Eiza! O, Exiza!” 


Left so. 
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MIXED POESIES. 


FORTITUDE. 
A braver man I never met, 
Nor one more famed for fortitude, 
Take snuff or dip he never would, 
Nor smoke cigars or pipes, and yet 
Tobacco was his forte—he chewed. 





TRIOLETS. 


Though triolets seem to be tough, 
And rondels certainly tougher, 
Some rhymester, perhaps up to snuff— 
Though triolets seem to be tough— 
May muster up courage enough 
To write them and mentally suffer, 
Though triolets seem to be tough, 
And rondels certainly tougher. 





A SONG FOR THE LITTLE ONES. 
The pirate reclined in his easy chair, 
And lazily sucked his thumb, 
And sung to a monochromatical air 
An algebraical sum. 


The noise he made awakened the crew— 
Although the pirate was dumb; 

So they all sat down in the family pew, 
And chewed the pragmatical gum. 


The pirate was mad, and a random spark 
Shot out of his burning eyes, 
It exploded the safe on the rover’s bark, 


And blew him far up in the skies. 
W. M. L. 








A YOUNG DON JUAN. 
ek sat with the friend of his heart ina 





Broadway café. 
Not having been paid for a puff, we 
do not name the café, 

A young lady, beautiful as the morn, passes 
by the open window. He smiles at her. She 
fails to smile back. But that is a minor detail. 

** What!” cries his friend; ‘‘ you don’t mean 
to say you know her!” 

‘1 do, me boy.” 

** No—you don’t mean to say so! Know her 
well? How long?” 

“It is not one month and three days since I 
touched for the first time that exquisite soft 
white hand.” 

“Well, you are in luck, old fellow!” 

“IT am—I am!” he said, with solemnity. 

** And how was it? ‘ell me all about it.” 

Pause for deliberation. Then he speaks, 
slowly and with effect: 

** It was in the Madison Avenue stage.” He 
pauses and adjusts his collar. ‘‘ She passed me 
a ten-cent piece, and I put it in the box.” 

“Ts that all?” 

** Vo,my dear boy! Would it were.” (Pauses 
once more to pull down his cuffs.) ‘ Must I 
own it?” (Pauses and shoots his cuffs again.) 
“There was one night when—” (Another 
pause, and more cuff-shooting.) ‘‘ There were 
some moments passed with her—that I, at least, 
shall never forget—never, never! Would they 
could have lasted for all time!” 

‘* How—when—where?” gasps his friend, 
breathless with interest, leaning eagerly across 
the table. 

“I was coming back—” (there is a sombre 
impressiveness in his voice)—‘‘ from Harlem— 
in a Third Avenue car. She was there also.” 

“You were alone with her ?” 

“Oh, no. There were eleven other people.” 

“* Well ?” 

“* Well!” 

There was silence fora moment. Then his 
friend stretched forth his hand across the table, 
and they shook, ° 





PUCK. 


With clasped hands and averted faces they 
sat for a few seconds, until his friend spoke: 

‘This must go no further!” 

*‘ Alas!” he answered, despairingly, ‘‘ you 
are right.” 

“It must end ere!” said with stern emphasis 
the true and faithful friend. 

“It shall.” There were tears in his voice. 
“* Heavens, it is hard!” he murmured. 


And there are lots like them. 


BRELOQUE. 





UTOPIA. 
ew ae 
ci is pretty sure that Utopia is nearing us 

in the eternal fitness of things, or that we 
are nearing Utopia. 

It is all the same. It-is only necessary for 
people to know what Utopia is, so they will re- 
cognize it when they see it. Utopia may be 
said to be the perfection of the social fabric; 
and if the reader will only keep his eyes and 
ears open, he will soon recognize the fact, from 
some of the distinguishing marks herein below 
given, that,'really and truly, Utopia has emi- 
grated into our blessed and happy land. 

When the grocer says, “‘ Jacob, sift the sand 
out of Mrs. Brown’s sugar; and, now, now, 
Jacob, don’t give those eggs to Mrs. Steppan- 
fetchit—I really believe they’re a leetle musty.” 

When the dry-goods man interferes and says 
to the dishonest salesman, ‘‘ Stop, sir! No, 
madam, those calicoes will sof wash. 1 shall 
immediately destroy them, lest some mother- 
of-children should buy them and _ grieve 
thereat.” 

When Congress adjourns for two years. 

When ‘Tammany adjourns forever. 

When the Sun gives the news and “lets up” 
on G. F. T., G. the Count J., D. R.S. e¢zd 
genus omne. 

When long “long runs” cease at theatres; 
and all theatres are really variety theatres. 

When the female Hebe at our dairy lunch 
doesn’t wear musk; but goes in for soap and 
much water. 

When the street-boy ceases to play kite- 
string around our new fall hats; and the street- 
musician blows himself out in a final farewell 
to a last ‘‘ Sweet Bye-and-Bye.” 

When the street-car conductor no longer 
says to feeble old ladies, ‘‘ Lively now!” and 
giveth her a dig in the ribs. 

When car-companies treat their men half as 
mercifully as their horses. 

When Grant declines. 

When Beecher confesses. 

When Puck is published daily. 

These are sure signs of Utopia. Look out 
for them; and when you see them, be certain 
that Utopia is here. 

E. S. L. 








Mark ANnTHONY’s oration has always been 
cited as a remarkable example of exhortive and 
persuasive eloquence; but it would never have 
exerted its immediate influence over the Roman 
mob, had he omitted that suggestive invitation 
‘* Beer with me.” 


Men—the lords of creation—smile derisively 
when they hear women speak of spring bonnets 
or kindred wear. But they offer no apology in 
responding regularly to such a call as the fol- 
lowing: 

*‘ Minsink Tribe, No. 28, I. O. of Red Men. Council 
fire every third sleep of every seven suns, at the eighth 
run from the first sleep of the Plant Moon to the last 
sleep of the Traveling Moon, and at the seventh run and 
thirtieth breath of the remainder of the Great Sun, at 
Conner’s Hall, Front Street. Richard Hartigan, Sachem; 
Charles Van Dickie, C. of R.” 








AWFUL POSSIBILITIES OF THE 
‘*‘BANG.” 





It is not beautiful; but it may be useful as 
producing a reign of silence among the fair 
one —set a lock over their lips, you know—eh? 


THE GREENBACK REFUGE. 
ee at present the tendency of the poli- 

J, ticians is towards the Greenback camp. 
i We use the word ‘‘camp”’ by courtesy, as 
it would perhaps be somewhat of an exaggera- 
tion to dub a handful of stragglers by that 
name. All the virtue, honor, sincerity, devo- 
tion to public interests, and general stability of 
officials, is to be found enrolled under the new 
banner of ‘‘ More Greenbacks.” 

The cry, it must be admitted, is a taking one. 
It has taken many leaders whose principles 
were adjudged strong into. the new fold. Of 
course everyone knows that the Greenback or- 
ganization contains within its ranks everyone 
which any party would think worth having. 
D. Kearney has told us this, and what he don’t 
know about politics few of us would live long 
enough to learn. 

It is strange, nevertheless, with what avidity 
and unanimity the patriots repelled from office 
gravitate constantly to new parties. One day 
they are workingmen, with the dust of manual 
effort upon them. At another they are Green- 
back theorists. Again we see them as friends 
of the people, aiming to give employment to 
everybody. ‘Then they are taxpayers beseech- 
ing retrenchment, or reformers demanding 
change. At all times, however, they are poli- 
ticians, and this character is so evident that 
they would be recognized, even when in the 
Greenback refuge. 





V) a 
‘May I have the pleasure of—er—the next 


waltz ?—”’ 
‘* But—excuse me, sir—you—you are not 


dressed.” 
‘‘ Pardon me, madam--is ‘haf considered an 


objection ?” 
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THE PARAGRAPHONE. 
PROF. EDISON’S MASTERPIECE. 


1] PON arriving at Menlo Park, your re- 
“3) porter found the residence of Mr. Edison 
SY besieged by several hundred persons, 
and the front-door guarded by two cross dogs 
and a man with a shot-gun. These precautions 
are necessary. The great inventor has so many 
visitors daily that, in ord.r to give audience to 
them all, he would be obliged to invent a day 
containing eighty-seven hours. He could easily 
enough invent such a day, but he doesn’t think 
there would be much demand for it, unless it 
could be substituted for Sunday. 

With a dexterous hand I flirted my card in 
an open window. The magic name of Puck 
proved an “open sesame.” Mr. Edison greeted 
me cordially. He said it did him much proud to 
grasp the hand of a representative of America’s 
first successful comic weekly. ‘The report that 
the author of the Phonograph evolves twenty- 
nine new inventions every morning, before 
breakfast, is a stab at truth. He doesn’t turn 
out over ten. 

‘‘T am terribly annoyed by visitors,” he ob- 
served, gazing through the window at the 
throng outside. ‘‘I have been so frequently 
interrupted since morning that I have only 
completed six new inventions, and now it is 
nearly ten o’clock.” 

On shelves and tables were many curious 
contrivances, the children of Mr. Edison’s 
scientific brain. Seeing the interrogation- 
points in my eye, the inventor called off the 
names of the various instruments, and explained 
the workings and merits of each. 

‘* This,” he said, picking up a little instru- 
ment, ‘‘is a Mosquitophone, designed to fill a 
long-felt want. I simply charge it with elec- 
tricity, turn the crank, and streaks of forked 
lightning shoot out of these little holes you see 
here, and paralyze every mosquito in the room. 
I have large orders to fill for the summer resorts 
next season. And here,” taking up another 
little instrument, ‘is a Somnophone, invented 
for the especial benefit of lovers. A young man, 
when he goes to see his girl, carries a Somno- 
phone in his coat-tail pocket, and should the 
old folks manifest a disposition to hang around 
in the parlor until ten o’clock, he slyly removes 
this simple contrivance from his pocket, aims 
it alternately at the old folks, at the same time 
touching a spring in the bottom here, and in 
less than two minutes the paternal parent will 
commence to yawn and nod, and pretty soon 
will say to his better-half: ‘Gracious, Martha! 
I’m so sleepy, I can’t keep my eyes open.’ 
And Martha will reply: ‘So’m 1, Ephraim. I 
guess we’d better go to bed.’ And they go— 
while the daughter reposes her head on the 
young man’s shirt-front, and in less than five 
minutes they are engaged in a warm discussion 

about Grant’s prospects for a third term—or 
something that way. 

‘** But here,” he continued, “is what I con- 
sider my masterpiece. I call it a Paragraphone, 
and you will have to admit that it knocks all 
other inventions into the gloaming. Humorous 
paragraphing will now be mace easy, and an 
editor may be as dry and dull as a bank-note 
detector, and yet be able to run his humorous 
column. He simply cuts out, at random, a 
hatful or two of items, and runs them through 
the Paragraphone. I have here a lot of clip- 
pings for experiment, and I will now show you 
how the machine works. Here is an item stat- 
ing that a compositor has just been released 
from prison after serving two terms of five 

years each. I place it in the Paragraphone—so; 
give the crank a couple of turns—so; and here 
you have the item converted into what is called 
a humorous paragraph.” 


And, handing me a strip of paper, which was 


——— 


PUCK. 








unwound from a cylinder in the machine, I 
read as follows: 


‘A compositor employed in the office of the Oshkosh 
Bugle has servec two terms, of five years each, in the 
penitentiary. The foreman gives him all of Secretary 
Evarts’s speeches to set up, because he is used to long 
sentences.” 


“Wonderful!” I exclaimed. “Yes,” said 
Edison, “and a boy six years old can operate 
it. Now,” he went on, “ here is another item, 
relating how a young lady created a sensation 
at a camp-meeting by rising and asking to be 
prayed for, on account of her feelings towards 
young men. I simply p‘ace it in the machine, 
revolve the handle, and here you have another 
funny item.” 

And, impressed upon the paper which issued 
from the Paragraphone, I read this specimen of 
American humor: 

‘“*A young lady, at a camp-meeting, asked to be 
prayed for, ‘because she could not set her eyes ona 
young man without feeling that she must hug him to 
death.’ But the young men in the neighborhood were 
not a bit scared. The girl was young and pretty, and 
dozens of young men wrote her that their office-hours 
were from 7 A.M. to 9 P.M., that they were strong advo- 
cates of capital punishment, and she might set her eyes 
on ’em ten times a day. And one young man added that 
his life was insured for $20,000 anyhow, and he yearned 
to be hugged to death by a pretty girl.” 


“Every editor will want one of these ma- 
chines,” said Edison. ‘‘He could clip outa 
drawer full of items, instruct the ‘ devil’ to feed 
in and grind out a dozen or two for each issue 
of the paper, and then start for Europe to look 
after the fortune of $500,000 left him by a rich 
uncle, or spend the summer at Long Branch, 
with the satisfactory and comforting assurance 
of having his column of original humor kept up 
to the standard during his absence. Now I 
will give you one more example. This item 
says the Piute Indians stone their medicine-men 
to death when they fail to cure their patients, 
We'll see what the Paragraphone evolves from 
this.” 

And Mr. Edison dropped the clipping in the 
trapper, turned the crank, and perpetrated this 
awful thing: 

‘« The Piute Indians stone their medicine-men to death 
in case they fail to cure their patients. If our medical 
colleges continue to graduate thousands of pill-ers of so- 
ciety annally, the Piute mode of treating doctors will 
have to be adopted in civilized communities, to prevent 
an over-production of the medical fraternity—and of 
graveyards, also,” 


“‘A perfect marvel!” I exclaimed, in amaze- 
ment. ‘‘ The machine is intelligent enough to 
vote, and should be elected to Congress.” 

“I wouldn’t have it disgraced,” replied the 
inventor, handing the instrument over to me, 
with the request to give it a trial. 

I selected and dropped into the hopper an 
item about a coverlet containing thousands of 
stitches, all done by hand, being exhibited at 
a recent fair. Gently turning the crank, I 
ground out this bit of alleged humor: 


777,200 stitches, all knit by hand, was exh:bited.—Zx. 
Unless this coverlet was the work of that old lady of 98 
years, who does such trifles without the aid of ear-trum- 
pets and spectacles, there is nothing very remarkable 
about it. We have frequently cut two cords of hickory 
wood, and written a two-column editorial on the ‘ Re- 
sult of the Berlin Peace Congress’ of a morning, while 
our wife commenced and finished a coverlet containing 
2,009,672 stitches. By this time the servant had break- 
fast ready.” 


That was not so bad for a first trial; and 
Mr. Edison said as long as I had strength to 
turn the crank, I could grind out six columns 
of such ‘‘ humes”’ per day. 

‘* Now try another,” he suggested; and I se- 
lected a slip about a dead man coming to life 
the day before the funeral. Dropping it into 
the bowels of the Paragraphone, | churned out 








this frightful stuff: 





‘At a recent fair, a knit coverlet, containing over | 
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«‘A Brookville dead man came to California has 





16,000 children under life the day before 15. What a 
ridiculous the funeral.—Zx. He was a very thoughtful 
assertion. ‘California nor any other corpse. Had he 


waited until the State can get 16,000 children day after 
the funeral under 15— unless to come to the fifteen boys 
and girls one life, he would have made ten thousand feet 
around a fatal mistake the waist.” 


‘* Why—say—look here! What sort of non- 
sense is this?” I exclaimed, upon reading the 
foregoing. ‘Is the machine intoxicated? 
This last_ paragraph is about as lucid as a joke 
in a London comic. weekly, and it reads like a 
dispatch from Louisiana concerning the Pre- 
sidential muddle.” 

Mr. Edison read the paragraph, turned the 
machine upside-down, gazed intently into the 
hopper, and then exploded in a fit of laughter. 

“‘Ha! ha! ha! Ho! ho! ho! Here’s the 
best joke yet. You have dropped two items 
into the Paragraphone, and they have come 
out terribly mixed.” 

Then he rescued the slips, dropped in one at 
a time, and ground out the paragraphs sepa- 
rately, as follows: 


‘«‘A Brookville dead man came to life the day 
before the funeral. He was a very thoughtful corpse. 
Had he waited until the day after the funeral to come to 
life, he would have made a fatal mistake.” 


‘* California has 16,000 children under 15.— £x. 
What a ridiculous assertion! California nor any other 
State can get 16,000 children under 15—unless the fif- 
teen are fat boys and gir's measuring ten thousand feet 
around the waist.”’ 


“There!” said Edison, with a smile of tri- 
umph, ‘‘ you have the paragraphs unmixed. 
The machine can’t make a mistake if you feed 
it correctly.” 

I asked him the price of a Paragraphone. 
He said he had not yet fully decided to put 
them on the market. He would probably se- 
cure a contract to furnish all the papers in 
America with humorous paragraphs. If he de- 
cided to manufacture the little wonder for sale, 
he said, the price would be about one thousand 
dollars apiece. 

‘That is very reasonable,” I assented; ‘“‘every 
paragrapher in the land will purchase one. If 
you will attach to each machine a sort of Kick- 
ingphone arrangement —a contrivance that will 
kick the intelligent compositor down-stairs, 
out of the back door, and around the next cor- 
ner, when he knocks all the true inwardness 
out of the paragraphist’s joke by misspelling 
two or three words, or interpolates words not 
to be found in any dictionary under the sun, 
you may send me two, C. O. D.” 

He said he would. 

Then I left. W. 


RHYMES OF THE DAY. 
B. F. B. to D. K. 


O, Kearney! 
Why, blarney 
The workingmen so? 
Don’t you know Massachusetts 
Will certainly choose its 
Next Man from the high—not the low? 


This beastly profanity 
Is clearly insanity, 
*Tis only your personal vanity! 
No hand, soft or horny, 

Will ever applaud it, 

Or vote, e’er award it— 
Unless in your own Californy. 


You use slang! Then slang you’ll have re’lly; 
“* QO, pull down your vest!” 
Or, to quote from the late Horace Greeley, 
O, git up and git, an’ go West! 
E. S. L. 
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TH E THEATRES. 


THE PARK. 

Tuere is very little to be said about Mr. 
Bronson Howard’s “ Hurricanes,’ produced 
last week at this house. It is a commonplace 
trifle in conception and execution. The idea 
is one dear to the hearts of French vaudeville 
writers since time immemorial; and much more 
cleverly handled—-since Mr. Howard’s play was 
written—by the authors of ‘ Pink Dominos,” 
“ Life,” and “ Forbidden Fruit.” But of the 
modest little one-act comedietta which pre- 
ceded it there is a great deal to be said, and we 
only wish we had space to say it. In “Old 
Love-Letters”” Mr. Howard has shown that he 
has both art and heart. ‘To achieve such a suc- 
cess in the construction of what may be called 
the sonnet of dramatic writing, shows Mr. 
Howard to be a man of greater powers and the 
wp wend of more skill and more genuine artis- 
ic instinct than most people have hitherto sup- 
posed, An author who can conquer the subtle 
difficulties of the French proverbe can write a 
five-act comedy. Mr. Howard has really done 
something in his ‘ Old Love-Letters” towards 
instilling a little material vitality into that sickly 
and uneasy Ghost, the Great American Drama. 
The two pieces were, in the main, very well 
played. Mrs, Agnes Booth, careful, clever 
and conscientious as ever, carried off nearly 
all the laurels in both. What few were left 
were captured by Mrs, Gilbert, who added a 
a new portrait to her gallery of mothers-in-law, 
Nobody was actually bad, although one young 
gentleman from Philadelphia, who got himself 
up in an unspeakable brown suit, seemed to be 
trying to attain that end. But even in his case 
it was his coat, rather than his impersonation, 
that merited opprobrium, 





DRAMATIC NOTES. 





Mary ANDERSON has a fine voice. ‘This 
would forever bar her out from an opera com- 
pany. 

Want of space obliges us to hold over a 
review of Miss Anderson’s performances at the 
Fifth Avenue Theatre. 

SoMEONE says that the ‘‘ Wreck Ashore ”’ is 
to be revived in Philadelphia, superseding in 
popular feeling ‘‘ My Grandfather’s Clock.” 

Joe Emmet is delighting the Brooklynites 
with ‘ Fritz.”’ It may be inferred from this 
that the Brooklynites are very easily Celighted. 

Den. THompson has been doing /oshua 
Whitcomb at the Lyceum, with a country air 
blowed all around it. It is rich in component 
parts. 

Marie Gorpon intends playing ‘‘ That Lass 
o’ Lowries” this season, It is hers by right, 
she claims, and she will make it hers by per- 
formance, she anticipates. 

On Monday evening 4/’/iss, in the person 
of Annie Pixley, the buxom heroine from the 

lorious climate of California, emerged at the 
yrand Opera House. American Drama is 
given at fifty cents. 

WILHELM) is coming. He is said to bea 
fine player, which will speedily remove the 
deep-rooted popular prejudice against a man 
who puts the j of his name behind instead of in 
front. He is a foreigner. 

“Onivia” still holds out at the Union 
Square, and Miss Davenport is seen nightly 
(and Saturday afternoons) as the good Vicar’s 
erring daughter. We wish the audience were 
as easily reconciled to Sguire Zhornhill as the 
Parson is. Mr, Chas, A, Stevenson plays it. 

It seems like old times to have the San Fran- 
cisco Minstrels again among us, and also 
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evokes the following pertinent inquiry: Why 
are the New York Minstrels called the San 
Franciscos, and why, as in the case of Emer- 
son’s, were the minstrels in San Francisco 
called ‘‘ the great New York organization ”’? 

“‘ INGOMAR ” has disappeared from the hori- 
zon of the Fifth Avenue Theatre, and the 
‘* Hunchback ” has succeeded it. ‘Ihe report 
that Sheridan Knowles wrote out the designs of 
the costumes of /u/ia for Miss Anderson is 
probably an exaggeration. He wrote them for 
Fanny Kemble, with the understanding that 
Mary Anderson should have second turn. 

‘* Jenny” Warp is now playing at Booth’s 
the rdle of the lugubrious Miss /ane Shore, a 
young London lady of plebeian condition, who 
forsook her home and friends in Cheapside to 
take a position at court. Miss Ward will next 
be seen in the réle of Queen Katherine in 
“Henry VIII.” It may perhaps as well be 
stated that the snow scene in “ Jane Shore’’ is 
of unique design and very timely. 

Anp from all parts of the town go up in 
unison the echoes of the variety theatres. And 
now “ Pretty as a Picture,” and now the 
“Sweet Bye and Bye”’ is wafted on the breeze. 
And presently will be heard the festive German 
song-and-dance, or Ethiopian howlings, or 
serio-comic cancantations, not to say can-can. 
Truly there is no discount on the variety thea- 
tres, though too much of a good thing is unde- 
sirable. 


LITERARY NOTES. 

— ‘THE Cornhill would seem to be the best 
magazine for cereals, 

— A CERTAIN reverend Abbott has brought 
forth a book called ‘“‘ How to Parse,” and yet 
by religion he is not a Parsee, 

— A NEW magazine has just been founded 
in London called Zhe Theatre. From the 
name we should imagine that it never need 
lack papers. 

— Miss Fanny Davenport has devoted 
much time in London to the study of law, and 
is about to publish “A Few Observations 
about Wills.” 

— THERE are three kinds of critics—good 
critics, bad critics, and the critic who does the 
monthly article on ‘‘ American Literature ”’ in 
the Saturday Review. 

—C, S. CLarKE, Jr., of Jersey City, will 
publish, about Nov. 1st, a volume of humorons 
sketches by R. K. Munkittrick, superbly illus- 
trated by V. L. Kingsbury. 

— Mr. Geo. AuGustus SALA contributes a 
weekly column of gossip to the //ustrated Lon- 
don News, which he is courageous enouzh to 
sign with his qualifying initials, 

— A Book has been published not long ago 
called ‘‘ Shakspere and his School.” Now as 
Shakspere did not know how to spell his own 
name, the least said about his school the better. 

— Pror, NEwcoms calls his book *‘ Popular 
Astronomy.” What is really needed to make 
astronomy popular in a country town is to 
have a girl’s school started in a building with- 
out curtains. 

— Mr. E. Harvirr, of 12 Union Square, 
has taken the agency for Messrs, Wheat & 
Cornett’s ‘‘ Standard Drama,” in which series 
“Jes Fourchambault”” of Emile Augier, has just 
been published. 

— A WARLIKE Guerrier has called a book of 
poems ‘‘ Pipes of Corn.” Now a good corn-cob 
pipe is a soothing thing for a poetic intellect, 





| and we like to see a poetic warrior confess the 


source of his inspiration, 
— Mr. Byron is about to bring out a new 
play at the Haymarket in London called 














“ Conscience-Money.”” And it will be a good 
play if it is half as good as either of the two 
plays whose titles it combines, 

— Few people apprecia'e the real difficul- 
ties of the literary man’s labors. It is no easy 
thing to sit. up in a sixth story on a hot summer 
day and and write stirring articles on the ad- 
vantages of New York as a summer resort. 

—Lonpon is the name of an English weekly 
paper which we should be glad to see more 
popular in New York, It commands the ser- 
vices of a ballade-monger who rhymes a rondle 
or versifies a villanelle with vigorous versatility. 

— Mrs. Fanny Hopcson Burnet ’s “ Kath- 
leen,” though merely a slight magazine story, 
vastly inferior to “ ‘That Lass o’ Lowries,” has 
yet proved a very popular book this summer, 
aud Messrs, ‘I’. B. Peterson & Sons still report 
large sales. 

A MAN in England has written a book 
on “Dr. Johnson and His Friends.” This 
shows the ignorance of the English. The au- 
thor of Johnson’s Contradictionary—as Hood 
put it—used his friends as butts to practice at 
with long-range-large-bore sarcasm, 

~ Mr. McPuHeERson has published his new 
‘* Handbook of Politics for 1878. We had al- 
ways supposed that in 1878, or in any other 
year, a dictionary, or a cyclopedia, or at least 
a directory, was the most useful book to have 
at hand when the debate becomes animated. 

— Ir does not need a microscope to see 
that the London Zimes knows little or nought 
about science. In a recent editorial it con- 
founds the telephone and the phonograph. 
Hereafter it is to be hoped that its remarks on 
scientific subjects will only be audible ‘through 
the microphone. 

— WE have received from Messrs. Morrison, 
Richardson & Co., 23 Dey Street, ‘‘‘The His- 
tory of Coney Island, by J. F. Eaton, from its 
discovery in 4, 11, 44 down to last night, in 
rhyme, profusely illustrated with maps and 
sketches in water colors, drawings of beer, and 
many dry cuts.” For further particulars pur- 
chase the book. Price, 20 cents, 

— Prrerson has published ‘‘ Mme. Pompa- 
dour’s Garter,” by Gabrielle St. André, an 
ingeniously-constructed story of love and in- 
trigue in the days of Louis XV. ‘There is a 
good deal of clever work in the book, and the 
author exhibits some dramatic feeling. His- 
tory is handled with a decidedly free-and-easy 
touch; but the reader can scarcely complain, 
for the sacrifice of strict accuracy is unques- 
tionably a gain in picturesqueness and interest. 

— Many books continue to be published 
for the benefit of missionaries. ‘his seems a 
a wholly unnecessary expense since the recent 
development of science. It ought not to be 
necessary any longer to send living missiona- 
ries to any cannibal country. Let the mission- 
aries, after talking their arguments into a pho- 
nograph here, be killed and canned. Surely 
the expense of exporting the phonograph and: 
the canned missionaries would be less than 
that of sending out the missionary alive—and 
the effect on the soul and body of the heathen 
would be as good. 


Ausweys for the Anrions. 


TROTTER.—Trot! 

HASELTINE.— She knows better. 

HIMALAYA.—You ought, mountainously speaking, to: 
take a tumble. No respectable range of hills, like the 
Rockies, say, or the Alleghanies, would write paragraphs 
like those. 

X. X. P.—We aren't using centipede verse at present; 
and every line of your ‘ Song of Autumn ” has more feet 
than this paper can accommodate. Try to pool your 
metrical issues, young man. 
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AN ENGLISHMAN ON AN AMERICAN 
INSTITUTION, 


ie ' 
ie is not generally known that Sir. John 
j Lubbock, whose studies of the habits of 
=> ants yhave made him famous, is equally 
well informed about mosquitoes. 

“You see,’”’ said the Baronet in his last lec 
ture, ‘I knew nothing about mosquitoes until 
my studies took me to New Jersey. ‘There | 


found that the people of the bay-shore—as | 
utilize these insects. | 
When their children stay out late at night, the | 
‘ parents rise early, and follow the paths the 


well as of Staten Island 


young people made in passing through the air 
in the streets--the atmosphere being thick 
with mosquitoes—and thus trace them back to 
the saloons or residences in which they spent 
the night. Burglars and erring husbands are 
tracked in the same way. 

“These mosquitoes are very small, and are 
only able to produce one or two notes of mu- 
sic. ‘They fly in great swarms, and are found 
in greater numbers where there are nettings in 
the windows than in unprotected houses. It 
has been noticed that they worked by twos; 
one sings around the victim’s head while the 
other pierces the sheets and night-clothes and 
feasts upon the sufferer’s thigh or calf. When 
the feaster has had a meal he sings, and the 
hungry one feasts,” 

By the water’s edge, between Pamrapo and 
Bayonne, the Baronet, while hunting, was at- 
tacked by a ferocious long-billed bird, into 
which he emptied four barrels of a navy- 
revolver, It sang an operatic air while dying. 
The astonished naturalist brought it to the 
nearest town, and there learned that it was an 
ordinary Seven-Octave Swamp Mosquito (Gaé 
linipper Americanus). He had it put on ice, 
and would have embalmed it, but that night 
he became more familiar with the insect. 

It seems that eight of these intelligent crea- 
tures had found themselves shut out of a slaugh- 
ter-house where they usually took supper, and 
learning that a plump and rosy Englishman 
(Sir John Lubbock) was stopping at the hotel, 
they broke down his window-nettings, and as 
he was awakened by their noise, endeavored to 
lull him to sleep with a concert of simple 
nursery songs, such as: 

“ Fee-fi-fo-fum! 
I smell the blood of an Englishmum.”’ 

Anxious to learn as much as possible, he lay 
still while they sucked almost dry the ex- 
posed upper side of his body. He says that 
the interesting creatures acted in unison, 
“though without the guidance of any one in- 
dividual mind;” * for by-and-by they sang out: 
‘“ One-two-three, over he goes;” and over he 
went, and they emptied his veins on the other 
side. 

Sir John Lubbock says that a friend who 
slept in the adjoining room was killed by an- 
other band of these knowing insects, who car- 
ried the dead body of their victim out of the 
open window to the water-side, and threw him 
in, leaving his hat and one shoe on the shore 
just above high-water mark. ‘lhe learned Ba- 
ronet says he does not doubt that the hundreds 
of cases of hat and coat finding on the- Bay- 
shore that fill the newspapers every year are ac- 
counted for in the same way. P, F. 


In another room, on a broken-down sofa-bed, 
lay a woman with a six-months-old baby in her 
arms. A rickety chair was the only other article 
in the room. ‘There was a cupboard, but it 
was empty, and the poor woman and the baby 
were evidently siarving.—W. Y. Herald. 

This is scarcely a subject for jesting, but we 
cannot resist the temptation to remark that this 
is evidently a case of ‘sofa and no fodder.” 


* Sir John’s little rap at John Kelly. 











PUCK. 
THE LOST DIAMONDS. 


ova 
NE of the jolliest fellows on the tolerably 

long list of my acquaintance is Charles 
Filby; and though the wrong side of 
sixty as to age, he yet is as genial and lively as 
many young men I wot of ~ livelier, in point of 
fact. I was seated with him after dinner, a few 
evenings since, enjoying the fragrant weed in 
perhaps as lovely a little retreat as the ye could 
possibly wish to behold—namely a Devonshire 
garden; and noting my friend’s brows, during 


ney 


| a lull in our pleasant chat, become suddenly 


clouded, | offered him the meagre sum of a 
penny for his thoughts. 

“You shall have them free, gratis, for no 
thing, my boy,” was the rejoinder. ‘ Well, 
then, | was thinking of my lost diamonds, and 
moreover what a capital present the like would 
make for your ‘ Darling Flossy’ on her wedding 
morn, Wouldn’t her bright eyes sparkle, eh? 
Between you and me, Perey (and this is in 
strict confidence), she may--l say she may 
have such a present, in spite of my long-ago 


misfortune. I think the thing by no means im- 
possible. But 1 won’t say who the donor will 


be. O dear, no! Not by any means!” 

* You're a good fellow, Filby. Age hasn't 
robbed you of warmth of heart and generous 
feelings. But what about these lost diamonds 
you were thinking of? I’m all impatience to 
learn the details, especially as seeing our ac- 
quaintance has been of long standing, and this 


| is the first time I’ve heard you even mention 


the matter.” 

“Kor the best of all reasons, Percy —a man 
doesn’t care to be laughed at for a greenhorn. 
The fact is, no Englishman likes to be done; 
anil when he és, prefers keeping his grievance 
to himself, rather than be laughed at for a 
“flat,” or get that kind of milk-and-water sym- 
pa hy which is as disgusting as it is insincere. 
However, I’ll unbosom mysel£ for once; and if 
you do elect to call me blockhead, I can’t 
help it. 

‘You remember the time of the Crimea 
war ? Of course you do, though. Well, at that 
time I held a tolerably long lease of my old shop 
in Barbican, And Barbican, as you know, used 
to be, whatever it is now, not the least impor- 
tant street in London town. Ah, the gold and 
silver refining trade /4en was in the zenith of its 
prosperity; at that time you could buy cheap 
and sell dear; besides, the profit accruing from 
ready-made jewelry and precious stones was not 
by any means meagre. I did not, it is true, keep 
much of a show in the window; but my cus- 
tomers knew that I had a rare and valuable 
stock in drawers inside, and that was enough 
alike for me and them. 

‘* Well, my lad, as I have before said, it was 
the time of the Crimean war. It was about, as 
near as I can remember, eleven o’clock in the 
morning of a bitterly cold day in December— 
a ‘l'uesday—when either the slush or the pierc- 
ing biting cold, or the leaden ominous sky that 
loomed overhead and threatened a snowstorm, 
kept people who had money by their fireside, 
or,in bed: indeed few people of any kind were 
abroad, and all things outside were as gruesome 
and dispiriting as they well could be. I had 
drawn near my counting-house fire, and was 
looking into the glowing coals, my thoughts 
very far away from Barbican, E,C. My ima- 
gination wandered to the seat of war, where 
such terrible privation and blood-freezing cold 
and acute suffering — rendered all the more so 
by shocking mismanagement—encompassed our 
poor brave fellows round about; and just as a 
deep sigh came from my lips, my shop-door 
opened and there entered a fine, tall, handsome- 
looking gentleman, who, by his dress and bear- 
ing, was evidently a clergyman. At least I 
thought so at the time, as would anybody else, 
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for that matter. 
material and make, and scrupulously neat; and 
his neck-band was as white as driven snow. 
Moreover, gold-rimmed spectacles and heavy 
seals depending from his watch-fob, gave him 
not only a highly respectable appearance but 
stamped him as wealthy withal. ‘That's to say, 
/ thought so. Well, up he marched to my 
counter with tolerably long strides, removed his 
hat (of the first quality), and placed it upon my 
counter (his well-arranged silver-hair became 
him immensely), and gave me a ‘good morn- 
ing’ and a smile which was incalculably pleas- 
ing and good to see. ‘This man is a Christian: 
goodness and gentleness beam on every feature, 
I mentally told myself. I put on my very best 
manner and politely asked him his pleasure. 

“*T have been recommended to you, sir’ 
(he mentioned a firm with which I dealt largely 
in the way of bar-silver). 
derstand,’ he continued, ‘ that you have a varied 
and very valuable selection of ladies’ diamond 
ornaments,’ 

‘1 signified that such was really the case. 

“* Well,’ he proceeded, ‘1 am somewhat 
anxious, sir, to see and examine some of your 
possessions, ‘The fact is, my daughter—my 
only daughter, sir, a pure, sweet-tempered child 

-is on the eve of marriage, and I (naturally, 
you will say) am desirous of giving her a sub- 
stantial wedding-present. Very good, Min¢d! 
I want nothing gaudy; nor-—pardon me, Mr, 
Filby—nor do I desire any artfully contrived 
specimen of the jeweler’s art of deception. I 
want something solid and substantial—articles 
that 4vek what they literally are—and I do not 
mind how high I go as to price.’ 

“All this was fair and square, and above- 
board, Undoubtedly my prospective customer, 
though a clergyman, was moreover an excellent 
man of business, and one that wouldn’t brook 
trifling. 1 made up my mind to acquiesce to 
his every wish - and charge him as long a price 
as ! reasonably could. 

“‘] placed before him several trays of gems 
of exquisite workmanship, upon which | looked 
with pride. 1 expected, I must own, that my 
customer would appear surprised, to say the 
least, at the dazzling array. Not so, however. 
And that’s to put it mildly; for when I uncov- 
ered my goods and looked at him with a self- 
satisfied look on my face, there was a look on 
his which bore a semblance of indifference, not 
to say disdain. This nettled me somewhat; but 
on second thoughts I told myself that it was 
possible he, personally, did not care for the 
pomps and vanities of this world, though anxious 
to procure such commodities for his daughter. 

“After careful examination, he selected a 
pair of diamond ear-rings (eighty pounds); a 
diamond bracelet (two hundred pounds); a but- 
terfly brooch—one mass of glitter and dazzle— 
and a half-hoop diamond ring (the two, one 
hundred and fifty-two pounds ten shillings). 
A tolerably good morning’s work, you will say. 
We shall see. 

‘Well! after I had fitted the trinkets to 
superior cases, and when I| had packed them in 
as small a compass as | well could, the reverend 
gentleman felt in his pockets for the money 
wherewith to pay me. He drew forth from his 
breast-pocket a goodly-sized Russia-leather case, 
and tenderly singling out some bank-notes and 
a check, proceeded to settle for his purchase. 

“««The check is good; you will perceive—’ 
he began. 

‘* My dear sir,” I interrupted (the check was 
perfectly genuine, I was convinced, seeing that 
it bore the signature of the firm that had men- 
tioned my name). 

««¢T know what you would say, sir,’ he said, 
holding up his hand, while a look of extreme 
shrewdness covered his face; ‘ you would say 
that you have implicit faith in me. ‘That is 
wrong—utterly wréng! As a business man, you 


His attire was of the best 


‘I am given to un- ,* 
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should be ever careful. It behoves us all to be 
so at times. Clearly, you know me not; and 
deception abounds. For instance, I may not 
be a clergyman at all. I may, in fine, be none 
other than a knave —a wolf in sheep’s clothing.’ 
Saying which, he laughed a laugh, which, some- 
how or other, seemed to grate upon my ear. 

“‘ However, he proceeded to pay me the 
amount due, as I have said. 

“** Let me see,’ he continued musingly; ‘ it 
will be in all, four—three—two—ten. Good! 
If you will kindly look over these, Mr. Filby, 
you will find there is threepence short of the 
required sum, which I will pay you in copper 
coin immediately.’ He removed his spectacles, 
and pushed over to me three one hundred pound 
Bank of England notes, ten five pound-notes, 
and the check spoken of, which was for eighty- 
three pounds nine and ninepence. Satisfied 
that the notes were genuine, I looked up at my 
wealthy customer and found him fumbling in 
pocket after pocket for the copper money. 

““My dear sir!” I exclaimed, ‘ pray don’t 
bother about the trifling pence. If you are 
satisfied, I am thoroughly so. 

*** Nay,’ he rejoined; ‘ that will not do. Busi- 
ness is business. You are entitled to your de- 
mand—ay, and to the uttermost farthing. I buy 
goods of you for a certain amount; I therefore 
must pay you every iota of that certain arnount, 
or | shall not be easy in my mind.’ 

‘A clearly upright man this; lucky the con- 
gregation that had so just and evenly balanced. 
a man for their pastor. So ran my thoughts as 
he counted out the remaining threepence and 
placed them in my hand with a kind of dig, as 
though he were glad to get rid of them, and 
set his mind at ease. 

*«Then there ensued an awkward pause, awk- 
ward because, for the life of me, I could not 
think of anything to say; and as for my reverend 
customer, he seemed in all but a brown-study. 
At any rate he seemed by no means in a hurry 
to take his purchase and be gone— appeared, 
indeed, to wish to linger awhile, seemingly for 
no earthly purpose, seeing that our transaction 
was at an end, and that he seemed not to care 
to talk. Presently he again took out his pocket- 
book, counted over six or seven five-pound 
notes, and became absorbed in casting up some 
figures; that done, he began fiddling with some 
leaves, turning them over and over, and then 
back again. 

“* By way of turning my attention to other 
matters, 1 took up the Zimes; but before scan- 
ning its pages I chanced to look towards my 
shop-door, and saw a tall heavily-built man 
peering through the glass. He was somewhat 
curious to look upon, 1 must confess; for the 
snow that had been threatening, was fiercely 
and rapidly descending outside, and this man 
was covered with the white feathery flakes from 
head to foot. On seeing my gaze steadily fixed 
at him, he pushed open the door and entered 
with a firm tread. He had a kind of eagle-eye, 
this man—eager, sidelong, piercing ; thoughtful 
brows too; and there was huge determination 
about the lower part of his face. Shaking the 
snow from off his coat, stamping his feet upon 
my shop-carpet (which I thought a rather cooi 
proceeding), and unfastening the lappets of his 
sealskin traveling-cap, he gave a deep-drawn 
grunt of relief, and exclaimed in a bluff bois- 
terous manner: ‘In time after all! My bird’s 
not flown, by all that’s palpable! Congratulate 
thyself, thou man of gold and silver and pre- 
cious stones; and, furthermore, congratulate me 
on my aptitude for scenting “Slippery Dick!”’’ 
Then, letting fall his voice, he added more 
seriously: ‘ You’ve had a narrow escape, sir. 
I’ve no doubt now, that our reverend friend 
here has contrived to lessen your stock of 
goods pretty considerably—has been a pre- 
tended (mark that!) purchaser to a very tidy 
tune!’ 
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“If you mean sir, whoever you may be, that 
this gentleman has paid a good deal of money 
to me,” I returned, somewhat indignantly, 
‘you are right in your conjecture. But may I 
ask, pray, who are you, that you enter my shop 
in this manner, and insult myself and customer 
by asking such—well, such impertinent ques- 
tions?... Who are you?” I again asked, feel- 
ing that I should be compelled to call my 
showman to turn him neck and crop into the 
street. 

“You'll very soon know who I am,” he re- 
turned coolly. ‘Suffice it at present that I 
am fully justified in what I ask and do... 
Bear—kindly bear with me a little. I have a 
stern duty to perform. ‘This man is not what 
he pretends to be. He is a blackleg—a cant- 
ing humbug—aswindler: in a word as danger- 
ous and troublesome a customer as we have to 
deal with!” 

“I looked at my customer. His face was 
terrible to look upon; I could scarcely believe 
my eyes—the passion concentrated in his fea- 
tures was absolutely demoniac in its intensity; 
the ebullition of rage which held possession of 
him shook him from head to foot. 

“‘ The boisterous stranger laid his hand heavily 
on the clergyman’s shoulder, grasped it roughly, 
and whispered something in his ear, at which 
his passion left him as quickly and suddenly 
as a flash of lightning. He became, in fact, 
as pale as death, and finally culminated in 
trembling violently, while his face assumed a 
kind of brick-dust hue. 

“I did not put this down to guilt; no, I laid 
it rather to the just indignation that would be 
naturally felt by a high-souled minister of the 
Gospel accused of such enormities. 

‘‘The rough-and-ready intruder regarded the 
reverend gentleman with unfeigned admira- 
tion, at least so it appeared to me. He folded 
his arms across his broad chest and stood re- 
garding him for a few moments. Then he 
looked at me and winked knowingly. 

‘*Our Christian friend is clever, oho! He 
is doing the work of a certain Evil personage 
who shall be nameless, very admirably, aha!” 
he ejaculated, reverting again to his boisterous 
manner. ‘‘ But we old birds are not to be 
caught; we are accustomed to this kind of 
thing. O dear, yes, I—your very obedient 
servant, Mr. Filby, belong to the fancy iron 
trade, and I do my utmost to get as much of 
my stock on other people’s hands as I possibly 
can.” Saying which, he unbuttoned and threw 
open his shaggy overcoat, and laid bare to my 
gaze the uniform of an inspector of police. 
Then, as quick as thought, he drew forth and 
fastened on the clergyman’s wrists a pair of 
handcuffs! 

‘‘This isshocking —really horrible,” I couldn’t 
help saying. 

“No sentiment, please,” returned the inspec- 
tor angrily. ‘‘ Leave me to do my work, and 
take care you do yours.” 

‘* But my good friend,” the man of the white 
neckcloth exclaimed in whining tones, ‘‘ you 
are utterly mistaken. I like—lI in fine have 
nought but admiration for your zeal; but I am 
not the man you suppose me to be.... If you 
will remove these things—they hurt my wrists 
—I will go” 

‘*No; you won’t.” 

‘“‘T mean I will go into the details of our 
transaction.... The notes are good, genuine, 
sir ?”’ 

“‘ Perfectly so,” I responded; “I would stake 
my life on their soundness.” 

‘“‘Then, sir, permit a public servant to tell 
you that you will lose your life. Kindly let 
me look at these sound and genuine Bank of 
England notes.” 

“ What could I do but hand them to him? 

“Ah! as I thought!” he then exclaimed. 
‘ Very skilful, very clever; decidedly so! Pity 








our pious friend here doesn’t contrive to turn 
his thoughts in another direction; sad that he 
disdains to use his talents more honorably. 
Given such consummate cleverness, he might 
have surmounted almost anything by honest 
means.... These, sir, are rascally forgeries; 
splendidly worked out, I’ll admit, but forgeries 
for all that!” he declared emphatically, laying 
the notes down on my counter and placing his 
elbow on them. ‘ Now, I shouldn’t wonder, 
he resumed, ‘‘if our reverend specimen of 
humanity here did not persuade you that he 
desired to make his daughter—/zs daughter a 
wedding present ?” 

‘**T said that such was really tne fact. 

‘Ah, just so! ‘The old, old game; the old 
story.... I wonder, Dick (‘Slippery Dick’ is 
the name by which he is known among us and 
his companions)—I wonder, Dick, you don’t 
alter your modus opcrandi—tit’s so stupidly stale, 
you know.” 

“Dick” looked daggers, looked as though 
he would have very much liked to annihilate 
the inspector on the spot, and retorted in lan- 
guage not at all befitting aclergyman: ‘‘You’re 
very clever, ain’t you, now? Pah! I could ‘do’ 


fifty like you.... It doesn’t matter much 
though. You’ve trapped me nicely. What 
more d’ye want?.... Look sharp, and let us 
go!” 


“From this kind of talk, I began to think 
him none other than what the inspector affirmed 
him to be—especially so when the man in 
office whipped off the silvern locks from his 
prisoner’s head and disclosed to my wondering 
gaze a closely cropped iron-gray head of hair 
beneath, 

‘IT should hope yqu don’t want /urther 
proof?” the inspector interrogated triumph- 
antly. ‘ 

“T replied that I was satisfied. ‘hat I had 
been singled out for a victim, I now felt cer- 
tain. In short, my dear boy, I was completely 
taken aback, and fell into the whole scheme.’ 

‘“The whole scheme!” I exclaimed; ‘‘ how? 
I scarcely understand.” 

‘Don’t interrupt. You shall hear directly: 
my melancholy story is fast drawing to a close. 
....Well, I looked from one to the other with 
perplexity on my face. 

‘‘What are you thinking of doing, Mr. In- 
spector ?”’ I asked. 

‘“Why, take this predatory individual—this 
pike among gudgeons—to the station (they’ll 
have no mercy on him /#s time); and you 
must accompany us thither.... I’ll take care 
of these bits of paper; as in like manner I’ll 
be the safe custodian of the artfully contrived 
wedding-present.” Saying which, he deposited 
the notes, the check, and the diamonds in the 
breast-pocket of his overcoat. 

‘* There was no help for it; of course I must 
go to the station. Socalling my assistant from 
the back-room, I instructed him to get a cab 
and look after business during my absence. 
Of course I did not tell him the errand I was 
bound on; and as luck would have it, he ap- 
peared not to notice that anything was wrong. 
It would, I must confess, have been difficult 
for Thomas, my then shopman, to have seen 
the handcuffed wrists of the pious-looking gen- 
tleman; for, to his credit be it said, the trapped 
fox had contrived to fasten the bottom buttons 
of his unusually long-tailed frock-coat, and 
placing his hands beneath, had thus managed 
to keep the iron bracelets out of sight. Still, 
there was a decidedly awkward appearance 
about him, and the heavily-limbed inspector 
certainly did not by his attitude and manner 
at all resemble a man bent on buying my wares 
or selling me his; however, Thomas seemed 
oblivious to what was taking place under his 
very nose, and hied him for a cab. 

““The .cab brought, the two entered first, 
while I remained behind for a few moments to 
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give instructions to my shopman. ‘Then I got 
inside the cab, and we started for Moor Lane 
Police Station, Fore Street. I hadn’t been 
seated long before I found that the prisoner’s 
hands were free. 

“‘That’s all right,” the inspector said, noting 
my look of surprise. ‘‘He’s promised me to 
behave himself; and between ourselves, I don’t 
like to iron a man if I can get him to give in 
quietly. Besides, our designing friend, with 
all his cunning, knows who he’s got to deal 
with—that Iam more than a match for him. 
Don’t you fear, sir; he won’t easily slip through 
my fingers!” 

“Well, at length we arrived at the station- 
house. I was the first to alight from the cab, 
and was about to enter the station. ‘The in- 
spector, still seated with his prisoner, called to 
me with evident annoyance: ‘There’s no 
light in the superintendent’s room; we’ll have 
to wait a little. However, there’s no help for 
it. You go into that room there, the first door 
on the right; you’ll find newspapers and records 
there. Amuse yourself. I'll cage my bird— 
put him under lock-and-key (safe bind, safe 
nd, you know), and then I’ll come to you. 
I'll be here in a few minutes. If I remain 
away any length of time, ask for Inspector 
John Tricklet.... Pray do not mention our 
business to any living soul.” 

‘**Like a fool and the unsuspecting jackass I 
was, I did asI was bid. I turned the handle 
of the door, and entered the room, a square 
dreary apartment, possessed of nothing to speak 
of save a huge deal table, four spindle-legged 
chairs, a map of London, and an almanac; 
and excepting a framed engraving representing 
a life-boat making slow progress over a boiling 
sea, the walls were bare of pictures, In my 
then state of mind the place seemed horribly 
monotonous. However, I took up the only 
newspaper the room boasted of, and seated 
myself to wait for the end. 

“It speedily came. I hadn’t been seated 
long before I heard the cab drive away. ‘Ah,’ 
I said to myself, ‘the man in blue ’s too econ- 
omical to let “‘cabby”’ wait; I suppose I shall 
be detained here some time. Was there ever 
anything so disagreeable!’ 

‘¢ Fifteen minutes passed. During that time 
I fidgeted about. ‘lhere is no disguising the 
matter; I was terribly perturbed. The most 
idiotic thoughts passed through my brain. ‘What 
if,’ 1 found myself asking, ‘this sham clergy- 
man should eventually prove my destruction? 
What if, after serving his punishment, he should 
out of revenge come to my shop and blow out 
my brains? What’ But I thought all 
manner of things which I won’t bother you 
with. Suffice it that another fifteen minutes 
passed. I rose from my seat; but before | 
could move a yard towards the door, it opened, 
and a fine-looking old gentlemen—evidently 
the superintendent—stood before me. We 
were soon on good terms; | gave him my name 

and explained my advent, and explained why 
I was cooped up in what he called his ‘Private 
Inquiry Office.’ He seemed, when I had 
finished, tu labor hard to keep down a laugh. 

“‘Well,” he said at length, “ you’ve been 
done nicely! But you have this consolation, 
that others have been bit—and to a pretty tidy 
tune too. You say you ate waiting for ‘ In- 
spector John Tricklet.’ ‘There’s no such party 
of that name connected with //zs station. 
They’ve carried on a similar game, varied a 
little, very successfully in all the large towns in 
Ireland, Scotland, and Wales, to say nothing 
about what they’ve done abroad... . ‘Tricklet! 
Ah, a very apt name! The game’s been con- 
trived by a trick—and he—they — have let you 
in the hole.... You mustn’t suppose me a 

Job’s-comforter when I| say that dozens have 
e ° 

been swindled by these two clever vultures. 

They are nothing else; they prey on their kind 
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as best they may. But this is poor talk, Mr. 
Filby. Let me assure you, to be serious, that 
all that can be done sha// be done. But what 
can we do? What can Scotland Yard do? 
They can only issue a caution to tradesmen 
generally’ and put the matter in the Aue and 
Cry, which probably won’t amount to much. 
And between you and me, Mr. Filby, I’ve re- 
peatedly thought (and very seriously too) that 
they’ve got some of our fellows in their pay; I 
could all but swear it; for were it not so, 1 am 
confident they’d have been taken long ago.” 

“‘Heartily disgusted, I bade him a surly 
good-day, and hied me for my shop and count- 
ing-house fire. Its genial blaze, however, 
cheered me not. I was dispirited and cha- 
grined, and possessed of a deep-rooted idea 
that my hitherto clear brain had gotten a super- 
abundance of mud in it. I felt that I could 
tear my hair and beat my breast and yell out 
that 1 was profoundly miserable. 


‘But why dwell upon the matter. ‘The story 
is told. Suffice it then, for your behoof, that 
I never heard more of these two very original 
swindlers, and that therefore I got not the 
slightest return for my loss. 1 have hitherto, 
as I have previously told you, kept the matter 
a profound secret, so that sympathy even has 
not fallen to my share. ‘There! I’m heartily 
sick of the whole business. Call me a con. 
summate donkey, if you like, but don’t let me 
hear another word about the matter.... Ah! 
how the time has flown! Let us pull ourselves 
together, and go indoors and join the ladies.” 

— Chambers’s Journal. 








Humpurey Hupsarp had heard Hephzibah 
Huggins hummirg hymns hilariously, he having 
helped Hephzibah homeward. Humphrey han- 
kered hugely, harboring handsome Hephzibah 
heartwise. He had high hawthorn hedges hid- 
ing handsome house, harnessed horses hauling 
harrows, he hoeing hills, helping herdsmen, 
hewing hemlocks, hackling hemp, harvesting 
hops, hunting hawks, hurting hatching hens. 
Hephzibah, helpful housekeeper, hemmed hand- 
kerchiefs, hoarded honey hitherto hived, heeled 
hose having holes, handled harpsichord har- 
moniously; happy Hephzibah? Her honest 
homely happiness hit Humphrey heavily. He 
hovered, handsomely habited, hinting humbly 
how Hephzibah had harried his heart. Heph- 
zibah honored his hearty homage. Hating, 
however, haphazard haste, Hephzibah hung her 
head, halting, hemming, hawing, hoping Hum- 
phrey had harmless habits, hypocritical, hesi- 
tating Hephzibah! He held her hand hope- 
fully, hungrily humoring her. Happily, Heph- 
zibah heeded her hirsute hero. Hymen hitched 
Humphrey Hubbard-Hephzibah Higgins, he 
hugging her, happily hysterical. Henceforth 
husband helped housewife hop hornpipes, hold- 
ing honeymoon holiday, hardly hearing harle- 
quins howling hallelujahs, hailing house-warm- 
ing. Ha! ha! Ho! ho!— Phila, Bulletin, 

Roration in office is best. Certain clerks 
of the water works department of Philadelphia 
have been robbing the city for ten years. Ten 
months is long enough to keep a clerk who 
plays poker, or who shows signs of excessive 





piety.—/Vew Orleans Picayune, 
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LINES TO WEBB C. HAYES, 


On his approaching Nuptials, by his Friend and Pre- 
ceptor, W. K. R—g—rs. 
The fairest flower, 

The rose, the pink, the peony, the fragrant 

hollyhock, 

The gentle crocus, Aaron’s rod, or four o’clock: 
Go cull it, Webb, and in that tender hour 
That calls thee eager to thy lady’s bower, 

Bear it along and let it chastely kiss 

The alabaster nostrils of thy Western “‘Miss”’; 
And, while she breathes the perfume, let 


her see 
And read these lines, inscribed by me to thee. 
By me 
To thee! 


And to thy bride, respectfully: 





O happy day, forsooth, 
That brought about this rare coincidence 
Of youth and blameless innocence: 
Of innocence and youth! 
In her 
‘The thirteen Graces all their charms combine; 
And may I add, O sir, 
The seven Muses’ rarest gifts are thine ? 
I know the blushing diffidence that hides 
From vulgar eyes thy deep poetic soul, 
And better, it may be, than all the world 
besides, 
I know the music of thy fancy’s restless roll, 
Thy genius, Webb, the proper moment 
bides; 
In secret now thy passions flow and ebb— 
They’ll burst anon, O Webb! 


Mild, call they thee ? 
They little dream that like a lion in his lair 
Lurks the strong spirit that can do and dare 
Beneath thy modesty! 
Have they forgotten the brave Webb who stood 
Alone, heroic, at the tiller of the Grant, 
And whose bold breast the angry, tossing flood 
Could sicken, but not daunt ? 
As at that tiller 
Thou stoodst through six long hours of peril, 
calm, 
Su may Miss Miller 
Find safe reliance in thy slender, nervy arm; 
And as thy wife 
Be steered through life 
Beyond the reach of harm. 


O blessed day, in truth, 
‘That consummates this rare coincidence 
Of youth and manly innocence, 
Of innocence and youth! 
Webb C., 
To thee, 
And to thy lovely She, my most respectful 
compliments. 
— NM. Y. Sun. 


THE. CANTELOPE. 
Its firm and fragrant rind along each fold 
Of grayish green reveals a stripe of gold; 
And when the knife is cleaving through the 
seam 
The fibre gently yields like frozen cream; 
‘Then from the pores the lucent nectar wells 
As freshest honey from its broken cells. 
There is no fruit that can completely cope 
In luscious sweetness with the cantelope; 
If ripe, by these few hints you'll quickly con it; 
And. as for dressing—you want nothing on it. 
—G.W. Elliot in Graphic. 


Puck presents a picture of James Gordon 
Bennett astride of his favorite nag, and calls 
him “Our Standing Candidate” for Mayor. 
‘How can he be a standing candidate when he 





is sitting ?— Norristown Herald. 
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THE common dough requires yeast to make 
it rise, but it is different with the tornado. — 
Phila, Bulletin. 


Mr. PuLLMAN says that if he can “ with the 
Angell stand” he will proceed to Sheriff-him. 
— Awful Phila. Bulletin, 


WE respectfully call Kearney’s attention to 
that bloated class, the registers in bankruptcy. 
—New Haven Register. 


THE New York Hera/a’s Russian correspon- 
dent has returned. He came via the Adiron- 
dacks and the Hudson river.— Boston Post. 


KEARNEY is to stump speakers what the yel- 
low-covered novel is to the works of Shakspere 
and Sir Walter Scott.—Vorristown Herald. 


DELAWARE can ship 700,000 baskets of 
peaches this year and have plenty left at home. 
They were all killed last spring, you know.— 
Detroit Free Press. 


Hip-POCKETS are a comparatively modern 
invention.—/ud, News. Wrong again. Ilip- 
pockets were invented by Hippocrates. — Louts- 
ville Courier-Journal. 


EDMUND YATES loves a cat, which eats at a 
table with its master. ‘I'his is the only dark 
stain on the cat’s otherwise irreproachable 
character.— Burlington Hawkeye. 


Ir did us lots of good, one day up in Min- 
nesota, to watch a young man hick at a tree 
an hour and a half, carving his name, and then 
spell it wrong.— Burlington Hawkeye. 


InsTEAD of standing up and swearing to a 
straight story, Bishop McKoskry fled to Europe, 
and there is no possibility that he will be in- 
vited to lecture at $200 a night.—_ew Haven 
Register. 

For the information of the general public 
we wish to state that Dennis Kearney bought 
this whole country when he first landed, and 
has carried it on his back ever since.— Detroit 
Free Press. 


GEORGE WASHINGTON was first in war, first 
in peace, but even in his day there were lots of 
Americans who would never let him be first at 
a free-lunch counter.—/hiladelphia Kronikle- 


Ir is a mark of liberality to see a man put 
a ten-cent piece in the money-box of a street- 
car for his five-cent fare, and he shouldn’t kick 
up a fuss about change and destroy the good 
opinion formed by the passengers.— Detroit 
free Press. 


“ARE grapes healthy ?”’ asks an exchange. 
As a fruit, opinions differ. George Washington, 
Christopher Columbus, Noah, Napoleon the 
First, and Mary, Queen of Scotts, ate grapes, 
and they are all dead now.— Draw your own 
conclusions.— Norristown [erald, 


OLIVE LOGAN says that man existed over 
600,000 years ago. And she tells the truth. 
We conversed with a man the other day who 
was bern just about that many years ago. He 
said the National-Greenback-Labor party would 
carry the State this fall.— Nor. Herald. 


‘‘Wuy does lightning so rarely strike twice 
in the same place?” Professor Wortman asked 
the new boy in the class in natural philosophy. 
“Huh,” said the new boy, “it never needs 
to.” And it is a little singular that nobody 
had thought of that reason before. — Auriling- 
ton Hawkeve. 





NO CURE, NO PAY! 
CONTRACTS MADE FOR CLEARING HOUSES 
AND SHIPS OF ALL KIND OF VERMIN, 

RATS AND MICE, 
Principal Depot, 64 Fulton St., New York. 


POLLINARIS 


NATURAL 


ineral Water, 


The Queen of Table Waters, 
HIGHLY EFFERVESCENT. 


Dr. J. MILNER FOTHERGILL. London, “The 
Exquisite Apollinaris ; A Delicious Beverage. 
PROF. J. A. WANKLYN, St. George’s Hosp.. 
London, ‘Highly Effervescent, Wholesome, and absolu- 
tely Pure; superior to all others.” 
DR. R. OGDEN DOREMUS. “Absolutely pure and 
wholesome; superior to all for daily use freé from all the ob- 
jections urged against Croton and artifici: sally aerated waters.”’ 
DR. PETER HOOD, President of the Hert : 
Medical Society, &e. ‘Superior to Vichy and Vals.’ 
PETER SQUIRE, F. L. S., Chemist to the Queen. 
roth Edition of Companion TO THE British PHARMACOPARIA 
‘*Exhilarating ; Good for Sickness, Dyspepsia, and Loss of 
Appetite.’’ 
Cc. MacNAMARA. F.R. C.S., C. 8S. 1., Surgeon to 
Westminster Hosp., London. ‘More Wholesome 
and Refreshing than Soda er Seltzer Wate i. 
HERMAN WEBER, M.D., F. R.C. P.. Physician 
to the German Hosp., La “Of great value 
in lithic acid diathesis, in catarrh of the bladder, and of the 
respiratory organs; agreeable and useful. 


FREDERICK DE BARY & CO., 


41 & 43 Warren Strect, NEW YORK- 
Sole Agents for United States and Canadas. 


FOR SALE BY DEALERS, GROCERS AND DRUGGISTS. 


Evere genuine bottle bears the Yellow label. 


» |THE GREAT EUROPEAN NOVELTY. 


HUNYADI JANOS. 


The Best Natural Aperient. 


The Lancet. — ‘Hunyadi at 
nos. — Baron Liebig affirms that 
its richness in aperient salts sur- 
passes that of all other known 


waters. 

TheBritish Medical Jour- 
nal, — ‘“‘Hunyadi Janos. — The 
most agrees able, safest, and most 
efficacious aperient water 

PROFE SSOR VIRC How, 
Berlin. ‘Invariably good and 
prompt success; most valuable. 

PROFE SSOR B AMBER. 
GER, Vienna. ‘1 have pre- 
scribed these Waters with remar- 





kakle success.’’ 

PROF ESSOR SCA NZONI, Wurzburg. 
none but this.’ 

PROFESSOR LAUDER BRUNTON, M. D., F. R. 
S., London. “More pleasant than its rivals, and sur- 
passes them in efficacy.”’ 


PROFESSOR AITKEN, M. D., F. R.S., Royal 


“I prescribe 


“Prefe Rea” to Pullna 


wep mid —_ Netley. 
and Friedrichshall.”’ 

A Wineglassful a Dose. 
INDISPENSABLE TO THE TRAVELLING PUBLIC, 


Every genuine bottle bears the name of Tne APOLLINARIS Co, 


(limited), London. 
Fre@’k De Bary & Co., 
‘41 & 43 WARREN Street, 
NEW YORK, 
Sole Agents for the United States and Canada. 
FOR SALE BY DEALERS, GROCERS, AND 
DRUGGISTS. 


The Label on every genuine Bottle is printed 


on BLUE paper 





Isaac Smith's Umbrellas 


CINCHAM, BBY MLC. co ciccviceVe $1 oo 
GUANACO, patented......... 200 
SILK, paragon frame............ 2 50 


FINE SILK UMBRELLAS 
in gréat variety 
UMBRELLAS and PARASOLS to order 
and repaired 
CANES in every style—a large assortment. 
36 FULTON S'U., near Pearl 
150 FULTON S'L., near B’dway. 
104 BROADWAY, near Wall. 
1488 BROADWAY, near 2oth st. 
405 BROADWAY, near Canal. 


Established A. D.1802, 
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THE ONLY HOUSE IN THE UNITED STATES WHERE 
SHUNGARIAN WINES ARE SOLD, WHICH HAS 
. BEEN AWARDED FOR “PURITY” AND 
“SUPERIOR QUALITY” BY THE 
CENTENNIAL COMMISSIONERS, 1876. 
No connection with any other Housein the United States. 


Philippine Dieffenbach - Truchsess, 


sociation ? 

of the gas. 
without a single accident or failure 31 —Because they do nothing 
but extract teeth, and 
the best manner. 4th—Because nearly all the best dentists in the 
city recommend their patients to them. 


the gas fresh every day. No. 1g Cooper Institute, N. Y. 


Dr. SWEENYW’S 


OLD ESTABLISHED ANI) WELL-KNOWN 


DENTAL ROOMS, 


No. G E 14th Street, near 5th Ave. 








Beaut’ ful Mineral Guim Sets, best Quality, greatest Durability 
and Elegance for $2.50—5.00 and $10.0 Pure Gold filling from 
$2.50. Other filling $1.00 

‘Teeth extracted with pure fresh Gas—free ; 

‘The above prices are for strictly First Class Work, and yeu will do 
well to try us before going elsewhere —Opentvenings and Sundays 

NI) AE A 7 Al 
DENTAL OFFICE 
OF 





162 West 23rd St., bet. 6th & 7th Aves., N. Y. 


Late 389 CANAL STREET 








THE BEST ALL TOBACCO CIGARETTE. 
Sold by all Dealers and M:aufactured by B. POLLAK, N. Y. 





WHY IS IT? 


Why do the people crowd the rooms of the Colton Dental As- 
Five Reasons. tst—Because they originated the use 
iven it to 103, 


zd—Because they have g 261 patients 


constant practice enables them to do it in 


5th—Because they make 





PHOTOGRAPHER, 


Between rst & 2nd Aves., 


aN 


THE ARTIS! 


347 East Lith Street, 
New York.—Closed on Saturdays only. 





OTTO LEWIN, 


The well known Artist Photographer, 
989 THIRD AVE.,S.E. Cor. 59th St,, ¢& 














B. ISAACSEN. 








294 BOWERY, above Houston St. 
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ALWAYS ON HAND A LARGE STOCK OF ALL 
SIZES OF THE FAMOUS 


Vienna Coffee Pot,| 


THE ONLY PERFtCT COFFEE MAKER 
FIRST INTRODUCED TO AMERICANS AT VIENNA IN- 
TERNATIONAL EXHIBITION, AND LATER AT THE 
CENTENNIAL EXHIBITION, IMPORTED ONLY BY 


EDWARD D. BASSFORD. 


HOUSE-FURNISHING, HARDWARE, CHINA, 
GLASS, CUTLERY AND SILVERWARE. 

COOPER INSTITUTE, 
Corner 3d &4th Aves. & Sth St., New York City- 


‘To meet the popular demand, prices of these pots have been re- 
duced 50 per cent. Price Lists anp Cincucars Free. 





WITH 


FIVE DOLLARS 


YOU CAN BUY A WHOLE 


IMPERIAL AUSTRIAN 


100 FLORINS VIENNA CINY GOVERNMENT BOND, 


which Bonds are issued and secured by the Government, 
and are redeemed in drawings 
; FOUR TIMES ANNUALLY, 
until each and every Bond is drawn with a larger or smaller 
Premium. Every Bond must draw a prize, as there are 
NO BLANKS. 
The three highest prizes amount to 
200,000 FLORINS, 
50,000 FLORINS, 
30,000 FLORINS, 
and Bonds not drawing one of the above Prize 
Premium of not less than 
130 FLORINS. 


The next drawing takes place on the 


FIRST OF OCTOBER, 1878, 


and every Bond bought of us on or before the first of October, is 
entitled to the whole premium thiat may be drawn thereon on that 
date. 
Out-of-town orders, sent in REGISTERED LETTERS and in- 
closing $5, will secure one of these Bonds for the next drawing. 
For Orders, circulars or any other information address 


INTERNATIONAL BANKING CO., 


185 CHATHAM SQUARE (Bank Building), N. Y. City. 
ESTABLISHED SINCE 1874. 
N.B.—I writing, please state vou saw this in the English Puck. 


must draw a 








A Splendid Opportunity To Win A Fortune. 


Seventh Grand Distribution, 1878, 
At New Orleans, Tuesday, Oct, Sth, 


Louisiana State Lottery Co. 


This institution was regularly incorporated by the Legislature of 
the State for Educational and Charitable purposes in 1868, with a 
capital of $1,000,000, to which it has since added a reserve fund of 
$350,000. 


ITS GRAND SINGLE NUMBER DISTRIBUTION 
will take place monthly on the second Tuesday. It NEVER SCALES 
oR POSTPONES. Look at the following Distribution: 


Capital Prize, $30,000. 
100,000 Tickets At Two Dollars Each. 


Half-Tickets, One Dollar. 
LIST OF PRIZES. 


Eee 
INN Siibc sisina'h 0 00n es ob eehetheges wad san canes 10,000 
Ge NS io 6.6s.60-00.00 ss enn scm senaseades chenctes 5,000 
Te re eee 
eS ee er) ee 5,000 
es cinciicinadcnen sasegteennmeallecaienes 10,000 
100 Prizes of TOO. 0 ge voce ecerecccccnne seesecegtesseces 10,000 
200 Prizes of ORs cncccny cosoe scedede “Qgtegnddlerdéugee 10,000 
500 Prizes of Wie 8 ssb csc srwesdetchescogctsansehasneg 10,000 
1000 Prizes of PRatDees «0.4: cnnucese  savecducctéscen ee 10,000 
APPROXIMATION PRIZES: 

9 Approximation Prizes of $300........-cceceseccccsees 2,700 

9 Approximation Prizes of 200.... 6. esses eceeeceecs 1,800 

9 Approximation Prizes of 100 .......... ses secceces 900 
1857 Prizes, amounting to..... «ss. eeeeees - $110,400 


Responsible corresponding agents wanted at all prominent points, 
to whom a liberal compensation will be paid. 

Application for rates to clubs should only be made to the Home 
Office in New Orleans. 

Write, clearly stating full address, for further information or send 


orders to 
M. A. DAUPHIN, 
P O Box 692, New Orleans, Louisiana, 
orto H. L. Plum, 319 Broadway, New York. 
All our Grand EF. xtraordinary Drawings are under the superv ision 
and management of GENERALS G, T. BEAUREGARD an”? 
JUBAL A. FARLY 





on & MOELICH, 


363 CANAL ST., N. Y., 


effer great Bargains ir 
WATCHES, DIAMONDS, JEWELRY, STER- 
LING SILVER AND TRIPLE PLATED 
TABLE WARES. 
WEDDING AND HOLIDAY GIFTS 


in endless variety at close prices 








EsTABLisHep 1838. 
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PATENT 


CHAMPION 


© 
Established 
Qs4L 
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251 and 253 Broadway, New York. 


Prices Lower than before the War. 
THE PUREST CHAMPAGNE 


“Tried and Proven Trustworthy.” 


MATHESIUS & FREY, 


MANUFACTUR 


CABINET 


FURNITORE 


Upholstery, Decorations, «c., 





ERS OF 


Every Article guaranteed. 


NEW YORK. 


at Prices to suit the times. 


91 BLEECKER ST., 


NOTICE. 
No. 26 (issue of September 5th, 1877) of ** Puck” 
will be bought at this office, No. 13 North William 








IMPORTERS AND MANUFACTURERS OF 


GENTLEMEN’ S HATS 
174 Fifth Ave., 169 Broadway, 


Between 22d & 23rd Streets, Near Cortianpt Street, 


NEW YORK. 








L. DE VENOGE, 


41 South William Street, New York. 


CENERAL ACENT. 
For Sale by all the Principal Wine 
Merchants and Grocers, 


Cheapest Book-Store in the World. 


175672 NEW and OLD Standard WORKS in Every 
Department of Literature. Almost given away. Mammoth 
Catalogue free, Boo! ght. 


TLESGGAT EeOs., 
3 BEEKMAN ST., Opp. Post Office, N. Y 


NICOLL, The Tailor, 


139—149 Bowery. 

PA ee OR ON iid dé és ceneussoe ' Rae $3.00 to $10.co 
SUITS to order....... ws pete ...+. £12.00 to $40.« 
OVERCOATS to order $12.00 upward 


IMPORTED IN THE U. S. 











Street, at full price. 





PUCK’S ALMANAC 


FOR 


1878 


The most remarkable ever published. 


CONTAINING:— 


(But why should the contents be thus publicly exposed ?) 


PRICE, 15 CENTS. 


For Sale Everywhere. 





PATENT COVERS FOR FILING PUCK. 


PRICE $i. 


00 EACH. 


FOR SALE AT “PUCK” OFFICE, 


13 North William 


Street, New York. 





BACK NUMBERS OF PUCK 


CAN BE SUPPLI 


ED ON DEMAND. 


ADDRESS, 


Willmer & Rogers News Co., 


31 Beekman Street, 
New York. 


OR, 


Publishers **Puck”’ 


tz North William Street, 
New York. 







































KEARNEY COMMENCES. HE WARMS TO THE SUBJECT. HE GETS WARMER. 
“I propose to hurl vituperation like thunderbolts!” “The slimy imps of hell!” ‘The blood sucking vampires of hell!” 











GRAND FINALE. 


HE GROWS HOTTER. AND HOTTER! et 
“The first man that opposes us will be hung; and after “The hell-bound, crop-eared festering crew of whiskey- I would go further, only for the mock-modesty of 
x he is hung his body will be roasted!” drinking bummer who edit the loathsome filthy sheets!” modern civilization! 








THE PROGRESS OF ONE OF KEARNEY’S SPEECHES.—- HOW HE COOLS HIS TISSUES. 








